















OVER EXPOSURE 


"Start taking off your clothet," Miko said. 

"Thofs not 0 vory original idoa," Alice said, 
pouting. 

"Don't be filly/' he said, "rm gonna take pic¬ 
tures of you " 

Alice clopped her hands and laughed de¬ 
lightedly while Mike searched oround until he 
found the camera. 

He posed Alice all over the studio and in every 
position. He snapped pictures of her from above 
while he stood on a laddef*-from below while 
he lay Dot on his back on the Hour and she stood 
over him—from the front, from each side, and 
from the rear. 

Finally Mike put down the camera. "That does 
It/' he said. 

"Aren't you going to develop them?" 

"Tomorrow," he said. "The night's still young." 

'1t sure is," Alice came to him, put her arms 
around his neck* 

He said, 'T suggest we adjourn this little meet^ 
ing to my room." 

"That's o good suggestion," she said, still 
pressing herself against him. "Put thot fn the 
form of a motion " 

He loughed, switched out the lights and opened 
the door . . • 
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NAKED LENS 




One 


AT first Mike was only vaguely aware that he was lying 
on his side and that something pleasantly soft and warm 
was pressing against his back. He rolled over on his 
stomach, easing the pressure, and be lay quietly, hoping 
sleep would return. But suddenly the haze left his mind 
and, as full awareness returned to him, he smiled. 

He knew now what had awakened him. 

He turned his head and saw Alice stirring restlessly 
in her sleep, her arms moving around the pillow, her 
bright red hair in tumbled disorder about her face. He 
watched her silently, knowing that earlier she must have 
turned in her sleep and, as she always did, had cuddled 
up to him, fitting her slim, rounded body familiarly to his 
big frame, unconsciously seeking the comfort and protec¬ 
tion of being near him. It was, he knew, her softness and 
her warmth that bad awakened him . 

He waited until she settled down, then slowly raised 
his bead and looked down at her—at the red hair contrast¬ 
ing with the pure white of the pillow, at full Ups loveliest 
without lipstick, at slender arms hu gging the pillow ti^tly. 

He smiled again. Only a few hours earlier those arms 
had been holding him even more tightly. 

The room had been dark then. Dark and quiet, with 
only the muted sounds of distant traffic coming in tbrou^ 
the window. And there, in the cool darkness, he’d reached 
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for Alice, drawing her close to faim and burying bis face 
in the soft fragrance of her hair. 

This was the way it always began for them, he thought 
This was the pattern of all their nights together—dark¬ 
ness, Alice lying quietly in his arms, nettber of them 
saying anything. It was, for both of them, a moment of 
stillness, of gentleness, of nearness to each other—a 
peaceful prelude to the deep, surging excitement that was 
to follow. 

As he looked down at her and watched her in her 
sleep, his own eyes grew heavy and he let his head sink 
slowly to the pillow. 

At that instant the telephone rang. 

It pealed out, loud and jangling, filling the small hotel 
room with is clamor. He reached out, yanked the receiver 
to his ear and said “Yeah?" in a tUck voice into the 
mouthpiece. 

“Good morning, Mr. Andrews,” came the cheerful, 
wide-awake voice on the other end of the line. “This is 
the desk. You left a call for eight o’clock.” 

He glanced at his watch on the night table. The bands 
pointed exactly at eight o'clock. “All right,” he said. 
“Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome,” the voice said musically, and be 
dropped the receiver back into its cradle. 

He lay back, hands clasped behind his head, looking 
up at the ceiling, waitng for the last remains of sleep to 
leave him. 

A small movement began next to hitn and he turned 
and saw that Alice was awake. She looked at him through 
green eyes still half-lidded with sleep, a small smil e touch¬ 
ing the comers of her mouth. 

He griimed down at her and she said “Good morning, 
Mike.” She moved over and kissed him quickly, gently, 
on the cheek. 
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He slipped one aim around her and drew her closer to 
liTin- “Still sleepy?” he asked. 

She nodded, closed her eyes and nuzzled her face into 
the hollow of his shoulder. Her body, where it pressed 
against his, still retained the heavy, delicious warmth of 
sleep. 

He let her rest for a moment, then took a deep breath, 
let go of her and sat up in the bed. “Time to get up,” 
he said briskly. “We’ve got work to do." 

She gave an exaggerated groan and kept her eyes shut. 
“It’s Saturday,” she said in a small voice. “Who wants to 
work on a Saturday?” 

“Nobody,” he said, “but we’ve no choice. Saturday’s 
my one chance to put in a full day’s work.” 

She opened her eyes and looked at him. “You work a 
full day all week long, Mike.” 

“That’s for the newspaper,” he said. “This is for me." 

“How about weekday nights?” There was an edge of 
complaint in her voice. 

KUke shrugged. “I’ve got to work overtime,” he said 
simply. “I’m not going to keep on being just another 
press photographer the rest of my life.” 

An impish look came into Alice’s eyes. “So you spend 
all your free time taking pictures of beautiful ^Is.” 

“That’s right,” he said, grinning. 

“Some men wouldn’t call that work, Mike.” 

“It’s work,” he told her. 

“Even with me, Mike?” 

He smiled at her. “Not as much as with the others." 

She smiled back at him and sat up, letting the covers 
fall to her waist. As usual, she had worn nothing to bed. 
Mike sucked in his breath sharply. As many times as 
he had seen her like that, it always caught him unawares. 
He doubted he would ever quite get used to the perfect, 
soft beauty of Alice’s uncovered breasts. 

She saw his look, felt the intensity of bis eyes and 
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moved her shoulders slowly, wantonly, watching him 
closely as his eyes followed the gentle swaying movement. 

She stopped, smiled at him and said, “Let’s not work 
just now, >^e.’’ She put a hand on bis arm and pulled 
him back tmtil his head was on the pillow again. She 
put her lips close to his ear and whispered, “Let’s play.’’ 

He lay silent, motionless, feeling her warm breath on 
his cheeL She snuggled up closer to him, slid a slim arm 
around him until her fingers played gently with the back 
of his neck. The fingers moved to his ear, touched his 
face, his shoulders, moved down his arms, over his lean¬ 
muscled frame. 

Abruptly they stopped. She waited and, when he did 
not stir, whispered, “What’s the matter?” 

He grunted 

“My strong, silent Mike,” she said softly. She pressed 
closer to him. “That’s what 1 like—a quiet, rugged man 
who can’t be tempted." 

He chuckled, and she breathed softly into his ear, mak¬ 
ing him squirm and twist around to face her. 

He reached for her and she said, “That’s better. A lot 
better.” 

“It’s my pleasure, believe me.” 

“You were pretty anxious to work before.” 

He hesitated. “Work can wait,” he decided. 

“That’s the spirit,” she said brightly, laughed and kissed 
him quickly on the lips. 

She drew back from him, looking at him with a faalf- 
smile on her lips, and suddenly they were no longer jok¬ 
ing. Her eyes went all soft and she bent down to him 
again, her hair tumbling about her face, her mouth touch¬ 
ing his gently at first, then fiercely. 

He closed his eyes and took her into bis aims and 
pressed her to him hungrily... 

Later, sleep came swiftly to him again. A heavy, satis¬ 
fying weariness filled his whole body, and be gave bim- 
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self up to it gratefully, fallmg into a deep, restful slumber 
with his head cradled against the softness of her breasts. 


Two 


THIS time Mike had no trouble waking up. 

His eyes snapped open the instant Alice put her hand 
on his arm and he sat up, feeling completely refreshed, 
alive in every muscle of his body. 

“How long did I sleep?” he asked. 

“Only about an hour,” Alice said. “Ready for smne 
breakfast now?” 

“I could eat three breakfasts.” 

Alice laughed, threw off the covers. She got out of bed, 
stretched her arms high over her head and poised tall 
and slim while be looked at her appreciatively. 

Sie dropped her arms and said, “You’re staring." 

Mike grinned at her. “You’re the most beautiful nude 
Fve ever seen,” he said. 

“And you’ve looked at plenty, haven’t you, Mike?" 

“Only in museums,” he said and she threw back her 
head and laughed. Then her face grew serious, and he 
bad a hunch about what was coming next 

“Mike, why won’t you take pictures (rf me like this?” 

He si^ed, turned and reached for his cigarettes on the 
night table. He lit <xie and inhaled deeply. 

“I’ve already told you, Alice—nude photos ate not for 
you.” 

“Why not?” she said. “I wouldn’t object” 

“But I would," he told her. 
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“Why, Mike? Is it because you dwi’t want anyone else 
to see me like this?” 

“Maybe,” he said. “But if I thought it would help you, 
Fd go ahead and take the picture anyhow.” 

“It wouldn’t help?” she asked. 

Mike shook his head. “It would only hurt you,” he 
said. 

He took another drag on his cigarette, said patiently, 
“You’ve got a wonderful body and a beautiful face and 
you’ll be a top model some day—but you’ll never Ttinira 
it posing in the nude.” 

“It could mean a lot of publicity for me.” 

“The wrong kind of publicity,” Mike told her flatly. 

She seemed so sad that Mike patted the edge of the 
bed and sjud, “Come here, Alice. Sh down.” 

She perched on the edge of the bed and he took her 
hand in both of his and said, “You’re anxious to get to 
the top as fast as you can, aren’t you?” 

She nodded her head. 

“That’s no good, Alice,” he said solemnly. “You can’t 
rush success. I know that for a feet” 

She pouted and said, “But right now Fm oothine, 
Mike.” 

He shook his head. “If you were nothing there’d be 
no point in my working with you." 

“And you’re sure I’ve got a chance, Mike?" 

He nodded. “It’s just a matter of hard work and pa¬ 
tience." 

“You’re forgetting my sister,” she said quietly. 

"Martha?” He looked away from her. “So your sister 
is one of the top models in the country. So what?” 

A frown appeared on Alice’s face, “So this—right now 
Fm just Alice Martin—the sister of Martha Martin 
Spears. That’s the way everybody in the field thinifg of 
me. I’m the kid sister of a famous model.” 

“Is that what’s eating you?” he asked softly, 
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“I’m not jealous,” she said hastily. “It’s not tihat. It’s 
just that I’m only two years younger than Martha, and 
if I take too long to make the grade people will think 
there’s something wrong with me.” 

He gave her hand an extra squeeze and said, “Don’t 
rush it, Alice. You’ll make it on your own in your own 
time.” 

“Will I be as good a model as Martha is?” 

“You bet,” he said. “Maybe better.” He hesitated, 
smiled slightly and said, “Of course, I can’t guaantee 
you’ll marry as well as Martha did and get yourself a 
rich socialite like Joe Spears—but you’ll be a top model 
Take my word for it.” 

She sighed. “Okay, Mike. You know best” 

“That’s my girl,” he said. “With your looks and my 
pictures to show you off, we’ll knock the world for a 
loop. But no more talk about posing for pictures in the 
nude.” 

“You’re the boss, Mike.” 

He grinned, gave her a playful slap on the rear and 
said, “Let’s get started." 

She got up from the bed, picked up some clothes from 
a chair and headed for the bathroom. Mike ffnished his 
cigarette, stubbed it out in the ashtray, then got out of 
bed himself. 

They had breakfast in the hotel coffee shop. Both of 
them were hungry, and they ate quickly and silently. 
After they had finished they strolled into the lobby. 

Mike stretched, yawned widely and said, “Ready for 
work?” 

“Ready,” Alice said, and they walked diagonally 
across the lobby to a small arcade. Frosted glass office 
doors lined each side of the arcade. They stopped before 
the door with the name: Michael Andrews on it in neat 
block letters. 
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Alice looked at the door while Mike fitted his key into 
the lock. “Michael Andrews,” she read out loud. “You 
know, Mike, I’ve always wondered about that.” 

“About what?” 

“Why your sign on the door has to be so severely sim¬ 
ple. How does anybody know who Michael Andrews is? 
What he does?” 

He laughed. “They will, one day. The women I photo¬ 
graph will be my best advertisement—they and the pho¬ 
tographs themselves. Anything more on ^e door would 
be anticlimactic then.” 

She looked thoughtful for a moment, then grinned 
broadly. “You’re so ri^t,” she said. “The long pull again. 
One day you’ll be rich and famous, and everything you 
are will be reflected in that name. Just two words.” 

“You’re so right," he said, but he frowned a little as 
he opened the door for her. 

She stepped inside, glancing at him sharply. “What’s 
wrong, Mike?” 

He shook his head. “Nothing. Forget h.” 

“No. There’s something wrong. What is it?” 

He flicked on the lights and closed and locked the door. 
“All right,” he said. “There is something bothering me. 
It’s this talk about becoming rich and famous.” 

“Is there anything wrong with wanting that, Mike?” 

VNo. Not if you don’t let it get out of hand.” 

She looked at hun blankly. “1 don’t get it, Mike. 
What are you driving at?" 

"Just this,” he said. “Ambition is fine—but if all you 
can think of is riches and fame, then it’s not healthy.” 

She thought for a moment “You mean h’s all right to 
be ambitious but h’s not all right to want lots of money 
for the work you do?” 

He looked at her sharply. “Fm not poking, Alice.” 

“Neither am I," she said. “What’s the good of working 
hard if you don’t have a real goal in mind?” 
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“We have a goal,” he said. “You want to be a 
good model, and I want to be a good photographer.” 

“Is that all, Mike? Do we just want to be ‘good* at our 
jobs—or do we want to be recognised as the besL You 
sound all mixed up to me.” 

“I’m not mixed up,” he said. “You just don’t un¬ 
derstand.” 

“I do understand, Mike,” she said softly. “I under¬ 
stand better than you think I do.” 

“Forget it,” he said, a note of irritation creeping into 
his voice. “Let’s not quarrel over it.” 

“Sure, Mike.” She smiled and touched his arm. “I don’t 
want to quarrel, either.” In an obvious effort to change 
the subject, she said brightly, “What fabulous picture are 
you going to take of me today?” 

Mike walked over to the cabinet in the comer, opened 
it He pulled out two strips of cloth and handed them to 
Alice. She held them up in front of her and whistled 
softly. “That’s some skimpy bikini,” she said. 

“You’ll do it justice,” Mike said, grinning. 

“Let’s hope so,” she said and reached for the zipper 
on her dress. 

Mike held up his hand to stop her, motioned to a 
screen in the comer. “I told you before," he said. 
“Change behind the screen.” 

Her eyes were twinkling at him. 

“But we’re all alone here, Mike. The door’s locked.” 

“Behind the screen,” he s^ trying to make his voice 
stem. 

She pouted. “You weren’t so prudish upstairs, Mike.” 

He sighed deeply. “Upstairs is for pleasure. My studio 
is for business.” 

“And we can’t mix pleasure and business, huh, Mike?" 

He couldn’t keep back the grin this time. “If we do, 
we’ll never get any work done.” He pointed to the 
screen. 
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“Oh, aU She stuck her nose up in the aii, 

sniffed loudly and went behind the screen. 

While she was changing, Mike set things up for the 
picture. He had the lights and camera in position by 
the time Alice came out from behind the gfwn “I’m 
almost naked,” she said. 

“Almost—but not quite,” Mike said. “That’s the dif¬ 
ference.” He stood back and took a good look at her. 

The top half of the bikini just about contained the 
full swell of her breasts, but it did so without pushing 
ftem out of shape. The bottom half was small, too, start¬ 
ing well down on her stomach and held in place by 
knots on each hip. He looked at her appro vingly and 
nodded several times. 

“It’s perfect,” he said. 

“Thank you,” she said. “Td bow, but Pm afraid I 
might lose something.” 

He laughed and said, “Let’s get the picture taken be¬ 
fore you do.” 

He led her to where he had set up the backdrop and 
she stopped short “A stool and blue velvet drapes, 
Mike? I thought we’d have a beach scene with this bi¬ 
kini." 

“That’s what most photographers would do," be said. 

“And what’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing,” he said, “except that thousands of pictures 
of girls in bikinis on the beach have been taken by thou¬ 
sands of photographers. Who’d want to look at one 
more?” 

“I guess you’re right" Alice said. 

**1 d better be,” Mike said. He led her to the stool and 
smd, “Look at it this way, Alice. You always see these 
pictures of girls in tight bikinis romping on the beach. 
Most of the girls look hippy in that kind of bathing suit 
too. It’s Imt its appeal now. So, what I’m going to do 
with you is to shoot the picture from above and at the 

16 



proper angle to get the long line of your body in." He 
put his hands on her shoulders and turned her. “Put your 
right foot cai one rf the rungs of the stool." She did so, 
and he said, “Now stretch it out all the way." 

He stepped back a bit and looked at her. 

“Good. Very good, Alice.” He moved one of the lights 
closer to her, adjusted the position of one of the reflec¬ 
tors. “Now rest your chin on your right hand, and 
let your left hand hang loose along the line of your leg.” 

Alice followed his instructions closely and he stepped 
farther back and studied her from several angles. “That’s 
fine,” he said. “That’s just fine.” He walked to her, 
brushed a few strands of her hair away from her fore¬ 
head, turned her head a little more to the side and ran 
his hand down the length of her left leg until he was 
sure it was perfectly straight with her toe pointing to the 
floor. 

“Okay,” he said. “We should be ready now.” He 
pulled a small stepladder over to the hi^ tripod on 
which he had mounted the camera. “All right. Alice- 
bold the pose.” 

“Fm uncomfortable,” she mumbled. 

“I know,” he said, “but you won’t look uncomfortable 
in the picture. I want you to look down at the floor as If 
you were doing some h^vy t h i nking .” 

Alice looked down and Mike yelled, “No—^not that 
way. You’re frowning. Ix»ok pleasant—you’re having 
happy thoughts.” 

Alice grinned. “I’ll think of last night—okay?” 

“Be my guest." At last he said, “That’s it—that’s fine. 
Now bold it” 

He snapped three pictures of her, ta ki ng each one from 
a slightly different angle, but leaving the li^ts just as 
they were each time. 

“Okay,” he said. “That does it” 

Alice climbed down from the stool and stretched her 
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cramped muscles. She tugged and straightened the top 
of the bildni. 

“Did you get a good picture?” 

“Loo^ like it” Mike was on his way to the darkroom, 
“m process these while you change.” 

In the darkroom he worked fast his hands moving au¬ 
tomatically at the familiar tasks of developing, rinsing, 
fixing and washing the plates. When he had finished, he 
closed the door behind him and stepped out into the stu¬ 
dio to find Alice fully dressed and sitting in a chair smok¬ 
ing a dgarette. 

“Everything come out okay?” she asked. 

“Looks good so far,” Mike said. “Negatives are drying, 
now.” 

Alice stubbed out her cigarette and glanced at her 
watch. 

“You going soon?” Mike asked. 

She nodded. “You know I promised Mardia and Joe 
Fd spend the week end with them in the country.” 

“1 know,” he said, his voice suddenly flat. 

“You ui)set about it, Mike? You want me to stay here 
in the city with you?” 

He shook his head. ‘‘No. That’s all ri^t You go 
ahead.” 

“You sure?” 

“Yes, Alice. I’m sure.” 

She looked at him steadily. “I wish you’d talk to me 
about what’s bothering you, Mike.” 

“There’s nothing at all bothering me,” he said quickly. 

She took a deep breath. “Well, since you won’t t^ 
about it, I win.” 

“About what?” 

“Judy Grant,” she said quietly. 

The room was suddenly deathly stin. Alice eyed him 
while he fought back the churning in his stomach. The 
name had hit him like a kick in the gut, and he had not 
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been prepared. He took a deep breatb. then another 
one. 

“What do you know about her?” he said finally. 

“Enough. Mike. Enough to understand what’s making 
you act like this today.” 

“What do you know about Judy Grant?” he said again. 

“I know you two were practic^y engaged three years 
ago.” 

“Is that all?” 

“No, Mike. I know more than that” 

“Who told you?” 

She hesitated, biting her lip. 

“Who told you, Alice?” 

“Charlie Barrett” 

He nodded, as though he had been expecting the an¬ 
swer. “Charlie should stick to being my managing edi¬ 
tor,” he said. “1 don’t need him meddling in my personal 
life.” 

“He wasn’t meddling,” Alice said. “1 made him tell me.” 

“Nobody makes Charlie do anything,” Mike said. 

Alice sighed. “You remember about two weeks ago I 
came up to the Chronicle to meet you for lunch?” 

“Yes, 1 remember. Is Uiat when he told you?” 

She nodded. “You took me to his office and introduced 
us and told me to wait there for you while you finished 
up some work you were doing. Charlie and I were talk¬ 
ing about you and how hard you were working on the 
newspaper and on your own—and then Charlie men¬ 
tioned Judy’s name.” 

“Just like that, huh? He just happened to mention 
her name?” 

“Yes, Mike. That’s exactly how it happened. Charlie 
got so wrapped up in talking about you t^t be forgot I 
didn’t know about Judy. He tried to gloss over it but I 
stopped him. 1 didn’t let up on him until be told me about 
Judy.” 
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“You were real persistent, boh, Alice?” Mike said, and 
the sarcasm in his voice made her wince. 

“Yes, I was, Mike.” 

“Why? Did you think I had another woman on the 
side?” 

“No. It wasn't that at aU. Sure, I was curious about 
who Judy was—but only because anything that affects 
you affects me, too.” 

“I’ll bet.” 

“It’s true, Mike. I wasn’t trying to dig up any dirt on 
you. I don’t do things like that.” 

“Go on,” Mike said. 

“Charlie said he’d tell me about Jody, but only to help 
you.” 

“Help me?” 

“Yes. Charlie said that Judy was still affecting you, 
even after three years. He said that if I understood what 
had happened maybe I could help you.” 

Mike took a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, lit one 
and took in a deep breath of smoke. “Maybe you’d bet¬ 
ter tell me exactly what Charlie said—all of it.” 

“There wasn’t much,” Alice said. “Charlie told me 
that you and Judy were real serious about each other but 
that you broke up because she was too ambitious. You 
both worked on the Chronicle together. You were a press 
photographer, and she was an assistant to the society edi¬ 
tor. Then Judy got to be the Broadway columnist for the 
paper, and that’s when you two broke up.” 

“Did Charlie teD you what happened to Judy before— 
and after that?” 

“Yes. He said she was too anxious to ^t to the top. 
She pushed her way up and worked all the angles and 
it made her so tense ste started drinking—and it wasn’t 
long before she found out she was alcoholic. She lost her 
job and left the city, and no oa$ on the Chronicle has 
seen her since thetL” 
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“That’s aU Charlie toW you?" 

“That’s it.” 

“He left out a lot” 

“I figured he did." 

“There’s a lot he doesn’t know about, too.” 

‘Tm sure there must be, Mike.” 

“I’m not going to tell you about Judy,” Mike said. “I 
don’t want to talk about her.” 

“I didn’t ask you, Mike. What Charlie told me is all 
I had to know. And I wouldn’t have mentioned her to¬ 
day except that I think Charlie’s right She still affects 
you.” 

“Affects me? How?” 

“I made you remember her. I made you remember 
what ambidon did to her—and how it broke you two up. 
When I was talking about your being rich and famous, 
it made you think of Judy. And when 1 mentioned my 
going to see Martha and Joe, it hit you that Martha is 
famous and Joe is rich, and that made you thint- about 
the whole thing again.” 

He took a deep drag on his cigarette. "You got it 
pretty well figured out, haven’t you, Alice?” 

“Don’t get sore at me, Mike. Don’t take it out on me." 

“I’m not” 

“Yes you are. Admit it Wasn’t I right about why you 
got upset at the way I was talking today?” 

He thought for a moment. “You were right” he 

“But I’m not like Judy, Mike. I’m me. I’m Alice—and 
you should know me well enough by now not to 
that way about me.” 

He crushed his cigarette in the ashtray. “Okay,” he 
said. “Let’s drop it now.” 

“No. Not now, Mike. Let’s talk it out some more.” 

He looked at her for a long moment. “What’s there to 
talk oiU?” 


21 



“Just this. It’s about time you stopped letting what hqi- 
pened three years ago eat away at you.” 

“All right,” he stud. He walked up and down the 
room, then turned to face her. “Look, Alice. I’m as am* 
bitious as the next guy. Fve been working on my own 
time in this studio for two years now, but I’m not trying 
to rush things. I’m taking things as they come, and 1 
want you to do the same.” 

“I wiU, Mike. You know that” 

“C^y. Then h’s all settled.” 

Alice bit her lower lip and asked, “Mike, do you thinlr 
about her much?” 

He smiled. He bad bew on the defensive but now the 
situation had changed. Now Alice was acting like a wom¬ 
an afraid of a possible rival 

“Sometimes,” he said. 

“As you did today—^when I made you remember her?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Other times, too?" 

“Yes.” 

“When you’re with me?” 

“No. Not then.” 

A flicker of a smile crossed on her lips. She walked 
over to him and put her hand on his arm. “I’m not trying 
to be jealous. Really I’m not.” 

“You’ve got nothing to be jealous about,” he told her. 

Her smil e broadened. 

Mike griimed at her and said, “Let’s forget the whde 
thing now. What’s in the past is in the past Let’s leave 
it there.” 

“Sure,” she said. “But Tm ^ad we talked about h any¬ 
how.” She took a deep breath and glanced at her wat<^. 
“I should go now, Mike.” 

He nodded. 

“I’d rather stay with you, thou^.” 

“Co OIL Ill be all right.” 

22 



She came closer to him, put her arms around his neck, 
and said, “Muss me up a little first” 

He laughed, leaned down and kissed her. 

“You can do better than that,” she said. 

He kissed her again, a long, hard, lingering kiss, and 
he felt her body arch against his. 

He let go of her and said, “Beat it before I forget 
myself." 

She laughed, opened her purse, took out her compact 
and repaired the damage to her lips and hair. Then she 
reached up and touched him gently on the cheek and 
said, “I’ll can you.” 

“Give my regards to Joe and Martha.” 

She nodded, went to the door, turned and blew him a 
kiss—and then he was alone in the studio. 

He stood stiU, breathing evenly, trying to straighten 
out his thoughts. It would not be the first weekend he 
had spent alone. Most of h he would put in at the studio, 
working. Alice would go to her apartment, change her 
clothes, then take a taxi to the railroad station and catch 
a train for the country. She would be with Martha 
and Joe in about two hours and would spend a quiet, re- 
iaxed weekend with them. He had always encouraged 
her to get away from the city whenever she could, to 
leave behind all the tension that went with trying to 
make the grade as a model. It was good for her to get 
away, he told her, and she had even talked him into go¬ 
ing with her a few Umes. 

But now he was staying in the city. For the first time 
in months he felt some of the loneliness he had covered 
up with work before. Alice’s mention of Judy had 
brought too much back to him. 

He shook his head rapidly and headed for the dark¬ 
room. He was not going to think about the past now, he 
told himself. Alice knew only the surface details of what 
had happened. Even Charlie Banett did not know it aU. 
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There were only two people who knew the full story— 
Judy and himseh—and be would not torture himself with 
remembering more than he could help. He had been 
through enough agony three years earlier. Those mem¬ 
ories were going to stay right where be bad forced them 
—stored in the back of his mind imtil they faded com¬ 
pletely from his consciousness. 

In the darkroom, he threw himself into his work. He 
developed the pictures of Alice and was pleased with 
them. All three prints bad turned out fine. He held one 
up to the light and studied it—a picture of a tall, slitn, 
r^-haired g^l in a bikini suit, perched on a stool against 
a blue background. Alice’s figure was flawless in the pio 
ture. The long line of her body was perfectly accentuated 
by the extended left leg, just as be had planned it 
But the expression on her face was what made the 
picture—a ^oughtful, pleased look, a secret happiness 
came through in the tilt of her head, the cast of her lips, 
the downward glance of her eyes. 

He knew he had captured what he wanted to in the 
picture—beauty without extreme sexiness—a picture to 
look at and to study with pleasure. 

He smiled and put the pictures away, then plimged 
into more work. He worked steadily until well in the 
afternoon. Then, feeling hungry and a little tired, he 
derided to stop for a while. A beer and a sandwich would 
go well, be thought. He cleaned up quickly, and walked 
out of the studio, heading across the hotel lobby to the 
cocktail lounge. 

Inside, he would sit at die bar, order a sandwich from 
the kitchen and a beer from the bartender and enjoy the 
service given only to steady patrons of eating at ^ bar 
during the slack periods in the afternoon. 

At the entrance to the cocktail lounge, be stopped to 
adjust his eyes to the dimoess. The place was quiet, soft, 
piped-in music providing a soothing background for the 
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few customers scattered arouiid the bar and at the tables. 
Later, Mike knew, the bar would be neither quiet ncff 
empty. With nightfall, the lounge would be^ to fill up 
with people and soon the usual Saturday night crowd 
would be going full blast. But, for now, it was just what 
he wanted, a cool, silent place in which to relax. 

He entered the lounge and stopped in mid-stride, fro¬ 
zen to the spot. 

Judy was sitting at one of the tables in the back. 


Three 

AFTER what had happened between them, he had no 
need of good lighting to recognize Judy again. She was 
sitting alone, a half-full glass in front of her, eyes staring 
strai^t ahead into space, long slim fingers of one hand 
drumming nervously on the table. 

Mike backed out of the lounge. He had realized that 
some day he might see her again and, in a way, had been 
preparing himself for the encounter, steeling himself. But 
he had not counted on seeing Judy at the hotel—^he had 
expected her to show up again some day at the Chronicle, 
but not at this hotel with the memories h had for both of 
them. 

And now, perhaps because she was here at the hotel, 
the memories he had resolutely pushed into the depths of 
his mind all came back more poignantly than he had 
expected and there was nothing he could do to stop them. 
He tried to fall with the punch—^let the dam break. 
Feelings he had sought to kill washed over his rocky 
thoughts—^he remembered all the good times, and the 
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bad—and, finally, the bitterness that he thought he had 
licked long ago. And at last something started to take 
shape far back in his mind and crowded right in with 
the memories and finally pushed them out of the way. 
Everything suddenly fell into place for Mike—and he 
knew with a conviction that left no room for doubt just 
why Judy was back in town. 

He also knew just what he was going to do next. 

It was one of those snap decisions, the kind you don’t 
even argue about consciously, but which come through 
fully-formed and logical in your mind. Mike was grateM 
for it It brought back his self-controL 

He went back to his studio, carefully selected a camera 
and flash from a cabinet, then hurried back to the lounge. 

Judy still sat at her table. 

He set the camera, let it hang up his side as he entered 
the lounge and moved back against the wall beside the 
door. He waited a moment, then started working his way 
toward her, keeping to the side of the room, holding the 
camera against his hip and hidden by his body. He moved 
slowly until he had reached a spot well behind Judy, 
stopped and glanced around. Of the few people in the 
place, no one seemed to be paying any attenrion to Mm^— 
and Judy, whose back was to him now, had hardly moved 
since he first saw her. 

He moved fast until he was directly in back of her. His 
timing could not have been better. Just as he came up 
to her, she reached for the glass and raised it to her lips. 

In two quick steps he was in front of her, the camera 
raised to his eyes. He had a perfect picture of her in 
the viewfinder. 

She looked up, startled, the glass frozen at her lips. 
He clicked the shutter and the flash went off. 

Every sound in the room stopped. TTiere was that 
sudden silence that always comes when a flash goes off 
unexpectedly in a room. Necks craned in his dfrection, 
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Mike put the camera on the table, pulled a chair 
and sat down opposite her while the roimi gradually came 
back to life. Mike sat staring at Judy. 

She slowfy set the glass in front of her and blinked. 

He said, “Hello, Judy.” 

She glanced at the camera, then raised her eyes to 
meet his. “Mike—” she began softly and stopped. 

“Been a long time, hasn’t it, Judy?” 

Her eyes moved swiftly over his face as though she 
were seeing him for the first time. She said nothing, just 
kept staring at him, her eyes wistful now. 

Mike forced a chudde. “Come tm now,” he said with 
mock surprise. “You mean to tell me that the famous 
Judy Grant, former star columnist of the Daily Chronicle, 
won’t talk to an old friend?” 

IDs irony did not seem to get througji to her. At the 
mention of the newspaper, though, there was a sudden 
flicker of interest in her eyes. 

“You’re still with the Chronicle, aren’t you, Mike?” she 

said. 

“You know I am.” 

“Yes, I know." 

Mike smiled. His guess about the reason for her re¬ 
turn had been right “And you know about my photogra¬ 
phy woA on the side, too, don’t you, Judy?” 

“Yes. I know that, too.” Judy’s attention shifted to 
the camera on the table. “Why did you take my picture 
Mike?” 

He ignored the question and pointed to the glass in 
front her. “I heard you were off that stuff now.” 

She looked at him steadily for a moment, then picked 
up the glass and handed it to him. ’Taste it,” she said. 

He took a sip. It was straight ginger ale. 

He put the glass back on the table. “Makes a good 
chaser,” he siud. 
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She pointed to the table. “Do you see any shot 
here, Mike?” 

He shook bis head. 

“That’s all I drink now,” Judy said. “Ginger ale. Noth¬ 
ing stronger.” 

He forced a smile. “Are yon trying to tell me you’re not 
a hish any more, Judy?” 

She flushed and shook her head vigorously. “I haven't 
had a drink in eight months.” Her voice rose slightly. 

He leaned forward over the table, put his face dose 
to hers. “Then tell me,” he said, “what’s a reformed drunk 
doing in a cocktail lounge in ^e middle of the day?” 

She sucked in her breath. “That’s a long story,” she 
snapped. “I haven’t got time to discuss it with you now.” 

“Okay,” MOce said. He reached for his camera and 
started to get up. “Been nice talkiog to you again^ Judy.” 

“Wait a nunute.” She put a restraining hawrf on his 
arm. “What do you want with a picture of me?” 

“That’s a long story, too,” he said, carefully using her 
own words. “Fm a&aid I don’t have dma to discuss it 
with you now.” 

She flinched and took her hand from his atm. Her 
eyes were thoughtful for a moment, then they widened 
and Mike knew she had guessed why he had snapped the 
shot 

“Mike," she said hastily. “I want to talk to you about 
the picture.” 

He stood up and looked at bis watch wifli the air of a 
man with important things to do. 

“Please, Mike,” she said. “WeVe got to talk about the » 
picture.” 

“There are other things we should talk about, too, 
Judy,” he said. 

She nodded. “Yes—know.” 

He glanced at his watch again. “I don’t want to talk 
now," be said. “Fve got things to do.” One of the things 
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was to develop the picture be had just t^en. The others 
consisted of trying to thinlc everytii^g through before he 
talked to Judy. His life, he felt, was going to assume a 
new pattern. He had plenty to say to her, and none of it 
was going to be pleasant for either one of them. 

“All ri^t,” Judy said. “Later then?” 

“Okay,” Mike said. 

“Here in the lounge?” she asked. 

“No. Not here.” Mike smiled. “Make it my room. It’s 
the same one I’ve always had—three-o-two, in case you’ve 
forgotten.” 

“All ri^t, Mike,” she said quietly. 

“Make it eight o’clock tonight.” 

She nodded and Mike could see the fleeting disap¬ 
pointment in her eyes. She had expected that they would 
talk sooner than that, he knew. But let her stew about it 
for a few hours, he thought. A little worrying on her part 
would make things easier for him. 

“Eight o’clock," he said again and tucked the camera 
under his arm. 

He strode out of the lounge without once looking back. 


Four 


SHE was five minutes early. 

At her quiet knock on the door, he put down bis drink, 
glanced at his watch and smiled tightly. He waited until 
she knocked again, a little louder this time, before he 
called out, “Doot’s open. Come on in.” 

Judy came in quickly, shut the door behind her, then 
leaned against it with her hands behind her. 
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Mike let her stand so for a while. He said nothing 
while he deliberately looked her over. She still had it, he 
decided. From golden hair and saucily tilted nose to 
her slim ankles, she was still the woman who had driven 
him half insane with desire in this very room. Her fea¬ 
tures were still now, without animation, but she was 
still the same high-breasted, moist-lipped woman that he 
had not been able to forget completely since their first 
meeting. 

Her lips were slightly parted, her blue ^es without 
expression while she tried to pretend she did not know 
he was appraising her from head to toe. But finally two 
soft spots <rf red began to glow in her cheeks. 

Mike said, “Sit down, Judy.” 

He motioned to the other chair in the room and she 
moved away from the door and sat down. She crossed her 
legs and, in the quiet of the room, he could hear the rus¬ 
tle of nylon as one long, slim leg crossed over the other. 
She tugged at her dress, trying to cover her knees. 

“AD right, Mike. I’m here. Let’s talk.” 

He stared at her a little longer, then picked up the 
bottle on the table at his side, poured a stiff shot and 
swallowed it in one quick gulp. It was his fifth straight 
shot since he had left her in the lounge but he barely 
felt h. He held out the bottle to her and said, “You want 
some?” 

“I told you Pve stopped drinking,” she said in a low 
voice. “I’m not going to drink any more,” 

“They aU say that” 

She did not answer him and he poured hirngslf an¬ 
other shot took a sip and said, “TeD me about it Jucfy.” 

“TeD you about what?” 

“What it’s like—being a lush.” 

KBs words were deUberate, calculated. He wanted to 
hurt her, break her if he could, as she had hurt him in 
the past 
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She squirmed uncomfortably in the chair, and her 
dress hiked up over her knees again. She tugged it down 
and said, “There’s not much to telL” She pointed at the 
£ia«<! in his hand. “You keep on like that and maybe you’ll 
find out for yourself.” 

“I can handle it,” he said, taking another swallow. 

“I said that once, too,” she told him. “Now 1 know bet¬ 
ter.” 

“Sure,” he said. 

She leaned forward, and Mike watched the dress move 
a good three inches over her knees. She failed to pull it 
down this time. 

“It's terrible, Mike,” she said. “You've got no idea just 
how really terrible it is.” She swallowed and licked her 
lips. “But the last eight months have been the worst. 
Eight months of fitting to give it up.” She shuddered. 
“It’s a living hell, Mike. I never want to go through that 
again.” 

“Haven’t had a drink in eight months, huh?” 

She nodded. 

“And you’ve licked the habit for good now, that ri^t, 
Judy?” 

She nodded her head again. 

“Then I’ll ask you once more,” he said. “What were 
you doing in the cocktail lounge?” 

She looked down at the floor. “That was a test, Mike. 
I had to be sure I could be near the stuff and not take 
any.” 

“If you have to test yourself,” Mike said, “you’re still 
not sure.” 

“I am,” she said. “I’m sure now.” 

He finished his drink, not hurrying. 

Judy looked at him and fidgeted again while her dress 
rode up and down on her thighs. She stared at him for 
a moment, then said, “AH right, Mike. I've told you 
what you want to know. Now you tell me.” 
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“What do you want to know?" 

“Why you took my picture.” 

“For old times’ sake,” he said. 

“What about old times, Mike?” 

He slowly poured himself another drink. “I remem¬ 
ber all the old times. Do you?” 

“Of course I do, Mike." 

“Not the way I do." 

It was quiet in the room again, and she uncrossed her 
legs. The rustling sound seemed even louder to Mike now. 

“I hurt you a lot, Mike,” she said in a soft voice. 
‘Tm sorry now.” 

“It’s a little late for that,” he said. 

“All this time,” she said in the same soft voice. “All 
this time you’ve lived with that hurt, haven’t you?” 

“Forget it,” he said. “I don’t need your pity,” 

“I meant a lot to you, didn’t I, Mike?” 

It was such an obviously leading question that he was 
instantly wary of it. But one look at her face told him 
that there was no trickery involved in the question. She 
had merely stated a fact she knew he could not deny, that 
neither one trf them could deny. It was as though she had 
been reflecting on the past and had spoken out loud, ask¬ 
ing him if he too, remembered his old feelings for her. 

He took a puU at his drink. “You know damn well you 
did.” 

“And what about now, Mike?” 

“Now is three years later,” he said, avoiding coming 
to grips with the issue, not letring himself thinlf about the 
present. It was the future he had to plan. 

She smiled softly, almost sadly. “Then that’s that, I 
guess,” she said. “All that’s left of ‘old times’ for you is 
bitterness.” 

“Maybe.” He raised his glass to his mouth, but some 
instinct warned him that he had had enough. It was al¬ 
ways like that when he drank. He knew when he had 
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reached his limit and after that it was up to him whether 
or not he wanted to go beyond that point. Sometimes he 
did. This time he did not He put his glass down on the 
table. 

“You mean it’s not all bitterness, Mike?” she said. 

“No,” he answered truthfully. “Not all of it.” 

“Then you do remember some of the good tunw?” 

“Yes.” 

“Like the time we met?” 

He nodded, remembering... 

He bad been almost drunk at the office Christmas 
party, having gone just one drink beyond his built-in 
warning signal, but he was not quite yet drunk, not 
too far gone to realize it when he bumped into Judy in the 
crowded, noisy city room. He had seen her around die 
office and, like other men, had admired her trim shape 
and the gentle way her hips moved when she walked. 
He had earlier made up his mind that this was one girl 
he was going to get to know better and now, at the party, 
be had his chance. 

They bad quite literally collided, their bodies forced 
into sudden contact by the push and shove (rf the crowd, 
and if he bad not reached out and grabbed her she would 
have been dumped on her cute little bottom right on the 
floor. And so ffiere he was with his bands on Judy and 
his one-beyond-the-limit drink filling him with whiskey- 
power, whiskey-confidence, and whiskey-smoothness and 
it took him just about ten ^ort minutes to get Judy and a 
spare bottle into a nearby empty office. 

There is not much that can noimally be accomplished 
on a small visitors’ couch in an empty office with a crowd 
of noisy people outside the closed door but he did the 
best he could. He was helped, too, by the fact that he 
had take one more drink bom the bottle before settling 
down to business on the couch and that ma d e it two 
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beyond-the-limit for him, which was just what he needed 
to turn him into Mike Andrews, the World’s Greatest 
Lover. 

He and Judy had forgotten all about the crowd outside. 
The entire worid consisted of just the two of diem on a 
cramped couch, and Judy’s lips were warm and soft and 
moist, her mouth hungry and searching under his, her 
arms around his neck holding him dose, her body re¬ 
sponding instantly, exciting^, to his touclL 

It was, of course, too good to ksL The door to the rf- 
fice suddenly burst open and the party revelers over¬ 
flowed into the room, and that broke up their little 
game on the couch. There was general hilarity and some 
whooping and hollermg and lots of kidding remarks which 
he took with a gjowering face, but at wWch Judy onfy 
smiled faintly as she strai^lened out her clothes. 

So it was over for the moment. But the spark had 
been struck and he had known with a certainty that 
came from something much sponger than the whiskey 
in him that Judy and he would be a team from then cmu 

She was watching him closely now, her eyes never 
leaving his face, and she said softly, “You do remember, 
don’t 3 fou?” 

“So what?” be snapped, irritated at himself. 

She smiled at him. “I haven’t forgotten either, Mike.” 
She glanced at the door at the other end of the room, the 
coimecting door to the adjoining room. “Who’s in toere 
now?” she asked. 

“A salesman,” he said. “An old man who sells leather 
goods.*^ 

“I had that room once,” she said, stating the fact sim¬ 
ply, almost as thou^ talking to herself, because there 
was no need to tell him something that he already knew. 

He did not answer. 

“I moved in right after our third date,” she said. “You 
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remember what happened on diat date, don’t you, Mike?’’ 

Her eyes were fastened steadily on his face again, and 
he knew she was deliberately choosing her words so that 
he would be forced to think of that night. And, once 
again, though he tried to fight against it, he found him¬ 
self unable to stop the memory.. • 

They went to the fights that ni^t. rhiring each bout, 
she was the picture of excitement, jumping up and squeal¬ 
ing when the action got hot and sitting back and covering 
her face with her hands when it became brutal. The rest 
ot the rime she listened attentively while he explained 
the finer points of the sport to her. 

After the fights, they had a bite to eat, then a few 
drinks in a quiet cocktail lounge and thek last stop of 
the night was his room at the hotel. 

There was no pretese about her. She accepted his sug¬ 
gestion that she come up, and did so without any false 
coyness. And his room, which until now had been a lonely 
nnd empty place for him each nigh^ became a place of 
happiness simply because Judy was there. 

Ttiis time ^ere was no small couch to cramp them. 
This time there were no revelers to bui^t in on them. 
This time their secret little world remained intact and 
there were just the two of them in it, holding each other, 
whispering, caressing, doing and saying all the things that 
lovers do and say. And that night they did become lovers 
in the true sense of the word- It had happened to others 
before them. Now it had happened to theoL 

After that, there were other nights, many of them. 
Judy moved into Room 304, the adjoining room, and 
both of them had a key to the connecting door, but the 
keys were never used because the door was kept un¬ 
locked. 

She was no longer watching him. She was in her own 
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private world of memories now, her thou^ts obviously 
tinned inward. 

He looked at her for a moment and said, “Be sure you 
remember all of it, Judy.” 

She snapped back then, her eyes suddenly flicking to 
his. For a moment she appeared M^tened 

“Go ahead,” he urged. “Remember the rest of it— 
what happened after you moved into the room.” 

“We were happy,” she said. 

“Yes. For a while, Judy.” 

She stared down at the floor. 

“In fact,” he went on, “we were so happy I was ready 
to forget all about adjoining rooms and go out and get a 
license to set up housekeeping with you. Remember that?” 

She nodded quickly, 

“But it never happened, did it, Judy?” 

She licked her lips, but would not look at him. “No,” 
she said. “It never happened.” 

“And you know why, too.” 

She said nothing. 

“You suddenly got big ideas,” he said. “You weren’t 
satisfied with eating in the cheaper restaurants, not having 
fancy clothes, never having too much money.” He swal¬ 
lowed hard, and said. “I used to laugh it off, remember? 
1 used to tease you about having champagne tastes but 
aU you could talk about was how we both were going to 
become rich and famous some day. You were going to 
be a big columnist, and I was going to be the best news 
photographer in the business. And that was all you could 
think about day and night.” 

She stared down at the floor again, and Mike felt a 
sudden urge to get up from his chair and go over to her 
and yank her head up so that she would have to look at 
him while he talked. But he sat where he was, waiting, 
and when she still kept her eyes lowered he started talking 
to her again^ his voice tight but stiQ under cootroL 
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“And then," he said, “you decided you weren’t going 
to wait for success to come. You were going to work hard 
for it, of course, but you were going to take a few short¬ 
cuts, too. So you started playing all the angles—^hanging 
out with the right people, pushing yourself in where you 
had never belonged, drawing attention to yourself in any 
way you could—and it worked. It got you started on your 
way up, but it still wasn’t fast enough for you.” 

He stopped again, abruptly realizing that in trying to 
hurt her by reminding her what had happened, he was 
hurting himself too. He thought for a moment and then 
decided that maybe this was what he needed, a chance 
to talk it out, to rid himself once and for till of the bitter¬ 
ness in him. There remained only one thing more to do 
_to force both of them to remember the final episode. 

Deliberately then, exposing himself to the pain be 
knew would come with this final purging act, he said 
quietly, “It’s your turn to remember now, Judy. You’ve 
been telling me to remember a lot that happened with 
os. Now do you remember the night I found that con¬ 
necting door locked.” 

He had come in late from an assignment—a tene¬ 
ment fire—and, after cleaning up, he went to the connect¬ 
ing door, wanting to talk to Judy, to be with her for a 
few moments. He tried the door and found it locked. 

For a moment be simply stood there. Then, in the si¬ 
lence, he heard Judy laugh in the next room and, after 
that, a man’s answering laugh. Then it was quiet again. 

He could have used his own key, but he did not Even 
thou^ he would not admit it to himself consciously, be 
knew he was afraid of what he might find if he did open 
the door. He turned away and sat in a chair and wait¬ 
ed. He sat mth the room lights on, not smoking, not 
drinking, not doing anything but waiting. Finally, a couple 
of hours later, he heard the hall door of Judy’s room 
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open. He jumped up from the chair and ran to bis door 
and eased it open just a crack and peered out into the hail 

A mao was standing at her door and, when the other 
turned sli^tly, he saw that it was Hank Gifford, the 
Broadway columnist on the Chronicle. Then Judy 
to the door and stood with Gifford. She was wearing a 
familiar wisp of a robe, and from the way the sheer ma¬ 
terial clung to her body, it was clear that she bad not a 
stitch of clothing on under the robe. 

Gifford motioned to her, and she came to him, put 
her arras around him and pressed her body against his 
while she kissed him. Gifford smiled, patted her on the 
hip, and walked away, vanishing around the bend in the 
corridOT leading to the elevators. 

Judy went back into her room, and Mike shut his door 
quietly. He stood in the center of the room for a moment, 
then put out his lights and flopped down on the bed 
on his back and stared up at the dim reflections on 
the ceiling. 

Later, much later, he beard a key being turned in the 
connecting door and knew she was unlocking it, but she 
did not open it. He stayed where he was on the bed, 
still staring up at the ce iling 

“That was quite a ni^t, wasn’t it, Judy?” Mike asked, 
his voice low. 

She failed to answer him. 

“You know,” he said, “I stayed awake all that night 
just trying to figure out exactly why you had decided to 
favor Hank Gifford and the next day at the Chroni¬ 
cle I found out—^when Hank gave out the news that he 
was resigning and was recommending you for his job. 
It was worth a few hours in the room with him for a 
job like that, wasn’t it, Judy?” 

“I made a mistake,” she said, her voice so low he 
could hardly hear it. “I know that now." 
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“But you didn’t know it then,” Mike said. “When I 
tried to talk to you about it, you told me to mind my own 
business and that, as far as you were concerned, we were 
throu^. You couldn’t tie yourself down to a man who 
wouldn’t push himself ahead as fast as you did.” 

“I was wrong, Mike,” she said in the same low voice. 
“I shouldn’t have done that—I shouldn’t have hurt you 
like that” 

“You can’t change aH that vrith just a few words now, 
Judy.” 

She looked up at him. “Don’t you think I suffered 
enough for what I did, Mike? I got so tense, I started 
drinking—and you know what that did to me.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I got no pleasure out dc 
your troubles,” he said. 

“But you’re getting some pleasure now, aren’t you 
Mike? You’re getting your revenge and taking my pic¬ 
ture was the first step.” 

“I’m not out for revenge," be told her. 

“Tell me, Mike,” she said, “is the grapevine at the 
Chronicle still as accurate as it used to be?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Don’t kid me, Mike. You know what Tm talking 
about. You heard from the papevine that I’m coming back 
to work on the Chronicle and that my first assignment 
will be to work on the series you suggested.” 

“Maybe I did,” he said quickly, covering up his con¬ 
fusion. He had heard nothing at all from the grapevine 
but, when he had seen Judy in the lounge, he had put 
two and two together and it had all added up to the sure 
knowledge that Judy was coming back to the Chromcle. 
But he had not suspected that she was going to work wito 
him on the photo feature he had suggested to Charlie 
Barrett 

It was something Mike had planned for a long time, 
a series on the home lives of the most glamorous women 
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ia the city—actresses, models, debutantes, and the like. 
A writer-photographer team would cover all the women 
selected, and Charlie Barrett had promised that Mike, of 
course, would be the photographer if the suggestion were 
approved. Now it apparently had been approved, and 
Chaxiie had been about to spring it as a surprise that 
Judy would be the writer on the team. 

“That picture you took,” Judy said, “shows me drink¬ 
ing in a cocktail lounge.” 

Mike studied her steadily, silently. 

“What the picture doesn’t show is that Fm only drink* 
ing ginger ale,” she said. “Anyone looking at it would think 
I was still on hard liquor—isn’t that right, Mike?” 

“That’s right,” he said. 

“And you mi^t get some action if you showed the 
picture to Charlie Barrett. As managing editor, he wouldn’t 
take a chance on hiring me if he thought I hadn’t given 
up drinking.” 

“It’s something to think about,” Mike said. 

She took a deep breath. “Do you hate me that much, 
Mike?” 

“Who said I hate you?” 

“Stop playing with me,” she said. “You took that pic¬ 
ture so you could get revenge on me, so you could show 
it to Charlie and l^p me from working with you on the 
series.” 

Mike reached for the bottle at his side and poured 
some of the whiskey into his g^ass and took a long swal¬ 
low, It had no effect 

“I took that picture,” he said slowly, “and I intended 
to show it to Oiarlie for only one reasoiL” 

“I know your reason,” 

*‘No,” he told her. “Not to get revenge. I wasn’t going 
to have you louse up my life again. I took the picture to 
make sure I could keep you out of my hair. Now I’ve 
got another reason, I planned this series for a long timej 
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•Tfou sure?** 

*Tres. I’m sure, MDce. But I need your help. WU you 
help me, Milce?” 

“Yes. m help,” He drained his g^ass. “If I can.” 

She leaned forward earnestly. “This job with the 
Chronicle is important to me, MUce.” 

He nodded. 

“Do you know nhy it’s so important?” she s^ 

“I can guess,” he told her. 

“Not really,” she said. “You ask any alcoholic. You ask 
anyone like me, and they’ll tell you the worst thing that 
happens to you is that you lose all self-respect” 

He nodded again. 

“That’s why the chance with the Chronicle means so 
much,” she said. “If I make it. Ill be able to live with 
myself again.” 

“All light,” he said. “You don’t have to spell it out 
for me.” 

Judy bit her lip. “I’m sorry. 1 didn’t mean to get car¬ 
ried away.” 

“It’s okay,” hCke said. 

“Ill need lots of help, Mike.” 

“I know,” Mike said. 

“Ill need you near me.” 

“AU right" 

“Can I count on you, Mike? It’s important” 

“I already told you Ill help.” 

“You’re still bitter, aren’t you, Mike?” 

“No.” 

“Yes you are. I can feel it.” 

He took the bottle and filled his glass again. “Forget 
it,” he said. 

I “I’ll make it up to you, Mike. I really will. Ill be there 
whenever you want me.” She added more softly: “111 be 
whatever you want me to be.” 

He took a sip of his drink and looked at her steadily 
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“Okay,” he said. “Well talk.” He didn’t want to, but 
he knew they had to. There was too much that had been 
left unsaid. 

In his room, he stubbed out the dgarette and slouched 
down in a chair . Judy perched herself on the ed^ of the 
bed. 

The chambermaid had been in the room in then ab* 
sence, and the bed was neatly made, ashtrays emptied 
and cleaned until the glass sparkled, the rug vacuumed, 
the room sterile again like all good hotel rooms after 
they have been cleaned. It was something Mike had 
never gotten used to, the feeling that each day, with the 
coming of the cbambeimaid, the continuity of his life 
was broken, the events of the previous day cleaned up 
and thrown out with the trash, so that living in a hotd 
became a pattern of living in one-day spurts. 

It bad not been like that when Judy had shared the 
adjoining rocun. 

He got up from the chair and hunted around until he 
found where the chambermaid had put the bottle he used 
the night before. He took a glass &om the bathroom 
and poured hims elf a drink. 

Judy watched him in silence. When be bad slouched 
down in his chair again, the glass in his hand, she said, 
“You know, I don’t feel a thing.” 

Mike looked at her questioningly. 

“I can watch you sit there and drink,” she said, “and 
1 don’t feel a thing. You could be drinking water and it 
would mean the same thing to me.” 

“That’s good," Mike said. 

“It is. It’s very good. I haven’t really felt like this be¬ 
fore.” 

“You haven’t got it licked yet,” Mike said. “One night 
doesn’t do it” 

"No. But I know now that this is the way to do it To 
live fully and not want Uquor. This is the only way.” 
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When she had finished, she turned to him and said, 
“I’ll go to my room and change.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Meet me in the lobby when you’re 
ready." 

She nodded, smiled at him as she walked to the door. 
She opened the door, waved to him and walked out 

He stared at the closed door after she had gone, diook 
his head and got out of bed. 

In the shower, he remembered her tears and the shin¬ 
ing happiness in her eyes, and be realized he had almost 
forgotten how deeply blue her eyes could be after a 
ni^t’s sleep. 

He reached for the faucets and turned the shower on 
full force, cold, letting the icy spray sting his body, 
ati nrifing him into a numbness t^t finally drove all mem¬ 
ories from bis mind. 

They bad a late breakfast in the hotel coffee shop and 
went outside to stand on the sidewalk under the hotel 
marquee. 

“Feel like walking?” Mike said. 

Judy nodded. “Yes. It’s been a long time since I went 
walking on a Sunday afternoon.” 

They started out aimlessly, wandering tbioo^ quiet 
streets, savoring the Sunday stillness of the business sec¬ 
tion. After a while, they found themselves in the park, 
and they strcfiled along the paths by the lake, watching 
the riders on the bridle path, looking at other couples 
also out for a stroll. Judy slipped her arm through his 
and neither of them said anything beyond casual ccan- 
ments on what they saw. 

They arrived back at the hotel late in the afternoon 
and Judy said, “That did me good—a lot of good.” 

Mike lit a cigarette. 

“Can we talk some more now, Mike? 1 promise not to 
cry again.” 
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Is that still an you can think about?” 

She let her fingers rest on his arm lightly. “You talked 
about ‘others,’ Mike. Do they bother you?" 

“They’re nothing to me,” he said. 

“There were other men,” she said slow^. “There had 
to be.” 

He said nothing. 

“I didn’t want to be alone, Mike. I couldn’t be akme at 
night When it got too bad, 1 had to find someone to 
stay with me.” 

“Did it help?” 

“Only for the mcmient,” she said. “But they meant 
nothing to me. Whut they left me in the morning—every¬ 
thing was as bad as before. 1 wanted a drink.” 

“You want one now?” 

“No, Mike. Look at me. Can’t you see what I mean?” 

He looked at her and saw serenity deep in her eyes. 

He felt the muscles in his throat tightening and reached 
for her. She flung her arms around his neck. Her lips 
found his. 

When she finally drew back, her eyes were moist and 
shining. She whispered, “Mike—^Mike —” and tears start¬ 
ed to trickle down her cheek. 

“All right,” he said, his voice hoarse. “All right, Jutfy. 
There’s no need to cry.” 

She sniffled and tried a smile. 

“Come on,” be said gruffly, feeling confused and em¬ 
barrassed. 

“I’m all right now,” she said, sniffling again. 

“Good. Let’s get out of here and get something to eat.” 

She smiled at him again and got out of the bed. He 
watched her silently as she picked up her clothes and 
started to dress. There was no awkwardness in her move¬ 
ments though he knew she was conscious of his eyes on 
her. 



“Hi.” 

“Sleep wen?” be asked. 

“Uh-huh. Very well.” She rolled on her back and 
stretched her arms up toward the ceiling, let them fall 
limply to the covers. “Ihe best night’s sleep I’ve had in 
a long whUe.” 

Mike grunted, pushed his pillow against the head- 
board and leaned back against it He took a cigarette 
from the pack on the ni^t table, lit it and drew in 
a deep breath of smoke. 

Judy turned on her side and raised herself on one el¬ 
bow. “Mike—” sofdy. 

He turned to her. 

She reached out one hand and touched him gently on 
the cheek. “Thanks, Mike.” 

“For what?” 

“For helping me out. It was the first time in months 
that I went a whole night without wanting a drink.” 

“I did that?” j 

“You did, Mike. with me.” 

He took another !d^ on cigarette. “You’ve got no 
problem then,” hfl said, j ^ i^oke flat 

“Why not?” ' ’(/vti 

“Yon shouldn’t have any trouble finding company for 
yourself every nigjit” 

“That isn’t fair, Mike,” she said quickly. “And you 
know it” 

“I do?” 

“Yes.” 

“You mean Fm better than the others?” He couldn’t 
help himself now. The words were forcing themselves 
out before he even thought of them. 

“Mike—please. What are you trying to do to me?” 

“Nothing. Forget it.” He stubbed out his cigarette. 

She shook her head. “I can’t forget it Making a come¬ 
back means too much to me.” 
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ically and when he finished he straightened up and his 
throat went suddenly dry at the sight of her. She stood 
easily, her head erect, her hands by her side, a sli g h t 
smile at the comers of her mouth. 

He held his arms to her and said hoarsely, “Come here. 
Come to me, Judy.” 

She walked across the room to him, and his breath 
caught at the fluid grace in her every step. She was to him 
once more what she always had been—the flawless wom¬ 
an coming to his arms. 

She was the Judy of long ago, all fire and motion, her 
body molding itself eagerly to his, her fingers running 
through his hair, her arms going around his neck, clutch¬ 
ing him, holding him tightly. 

He lost himself completely in her, in the wonderful 
womanliness of her, as her body blended into one with his 
and she gave herself to him in full and complete surren¬ 
der. 


Five 

HE awoke to an instant awareness of where he was 
and what had happened the night before. There was no 
fogginess, no feeling himself being pulled up from the 
depths of sleep. He was wide awake instantly, his mind 
^ctioning clearly and although he felt completely rested 
it was as though he had never been asleep. 

He sat up in he bed, turned to look at Judy and saw 
that she was just starting to wake up. She was stirring, her 
eyelids fluttering, her hand going up to brush away a 
stray strand of blonde hair from her cheeL Her eyes 
opened. She looked at hiiti and smiled, 
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her to him. She came to him, her head tflted back and he 
leaned down and touched her lips with his. 

The kiss was brief, fleeting, no more than a quick, 
brushing contact, but the f amili a r softness of her lips 
touched buried in him since their last contact 

He kissed her again, harder this time. Her arms moved 
slowly up his shoulders, closed about his neck. Her eyes 
were nearly shut now, the long lashes brushing softly 
against his cheek. 

He let go of her and led her over to the bed and sat 
down. He pulled her down and kissed her again. 

She was tense. He could feel that. She was holding 
back, afraid to let herself go. He let one hand drop to 
her waist, and held her closer to him and let memory 
guide his kisses from her mouth to her eyes, her throat 
and after that it was all right He could feel the ten¬ 
sion going out of her. Her lips began to stir under his, her 
body to respond fully to the touch of his hand. 

He held her to him and let his hand move over her 
body while he kissed her and nothing had changed at all 
in the three years. 

He started to fumble with the zipper on the back of her 
dress and cmce again she turned back the clock. She took 
hold d his hand and gently moved it away. 

“I'll take care of that, Mike,” she said huskily as she 
had that first tinoe. She got up from the bed and walked 
over to a ch^ in the comer of the room. She bent down 
and took off her shoes. Her fingers went to the hem of 
her dress, raised it She unfastened the taut garters and 
slipped off her stockings and put them on the chair. 

He caught a momentary gUmpse of smooth, rounded 
♦highs, and then her hands were on the zipper of her 
dress and the dress was lifted high over her head and 
then dropped to the chair on top of the stockings. 

She paused for a moment, smiling, and he began fum¬ 
bling with bis own clothes. His hands moved automat- 
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said, and she moved a little closer to him. “Let me take 
it away from you so you won’t remember it any more.** 

For a moment, as he looked down into her eyes,” he 
was acutely aware of her nearness to him- 

He stepped back. “Since we’re being so honest with 
each other tonight, let’s not stc^ now. You’re not really 
interested in making anything op to me, are you?” 

“I am, Mike. I really am.” 

“But that's not all of it, is it?” 

She shook her head slowly. “No, I guess there’s more,” 
she said. “I’m afraid—^you’ve got me all upset, all mixed 
up, and Fm afraid to be by thyself. I’ve got to report 
to die Chronicle on Monday, and I don’t know if I 
can make it on my own now. I don’t know if I can take 
two more nights of being alone after what’s happened 
today.” She looked up at him. Then, in a very faint votes, 
she said, “Please, Mike—I den’t want to be alone to¬ 
night.” 

He moved away from her, picked up the bottle and 
took a long puU straight from it For a long while he 
was at a loss as to what to rbinlir or say—once again she 
had taken him completely by surprise. And suddenly, 
without trying to think it out, he closed his mind to 
everything except the fact that Judy was with Him once 
again and was asking to stay. 

He took a deep breath, went over to the door and 
locked it. Without looking at her he switched off all the 
lights except for the dim lamp on the night table. He did 
all of this silently, without words, not trusting him¬ 
self to speak, keeping his mind blank, forcing himself 
not to think of anything that had happened before this 
moment. 

Judy watched him, not moving. 

He went over to her. “All right, Judy. You won’t have 
to be alone tonight,” 

He saw her eyes grow moist and reached out to draw 
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It was a shot in the dark, something that had come 
out of his anger, but it struck home. 

She looked into his eyes for a moment, then lowerea 

her eyes and nodded- 

He let go of her arm, but she didn’t move away ^ 
him. “I feel it cmly at night, Mike,” she said ‘^y at 
night when Fm going to be alone for a long bme. 

“At ni^t?” he said. “That’s the only time? 

“Yes,” she said. “I want one badly then—but I 
take it” She raised her head and looked at him. “Fm 
all right during the day, Mike. Fm afl right when it’s 
daytime and people are around me. But at mght its 
different I’m alone then.” 

“So you still haven’t got it licked, have you? he smd 

She looked down at the floor and shook Irer head. “I’ll 
keep on trying,” she said. “I won’t pve in to it" 

“Sure,” he smd and he saw her flush at Ins time. 

She looked up at him and said, “You be honest, too, 
Mike. Be honest with me now.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You won’t even ®ve me a chance. You’re not so 
much concerned with the success of the series as you are 
with a chance to get back at me, to use that picture 
against me. All you want to do is to taunt me, to make 
me feel miserable. That’s what you\e been doing to¬ 


night, isn’t it?” - L , u *4 

He had nothing to say. Perhaps part of what she said 

was true. But with her standing so close to him, some¬ 
thing else was beginning to stir in him, something stronger 
than the memory tit what she had done to him. 

She looked at him steadily for a moment, then put her 
hand on his arm. “Poor Mike,” she said softly. “There’s 
something you haven’t licked, either.” ... 

“No, it isn’t over, Mike. You’re still carrying the hurt 
around with you.*’ She let her hand move up his aim to 
his shoulder, “Fd like to make ft up to you, Mike, she 
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and it’s a big step for me. I’ve worked hard to get ahead, 
Judy, wd I’m not going to let you ruin it alt Iot me now 
by getting drunk on the job and forcing Charlie to 
tlK series.” 

“But the picture is a lie,” she said. She dashed a gtance 
around the room. 

“The picture’s in a safe place,” he told her. He bad 
locked the developed picture and negative in his studio 
safe. 

“So you still intend to use it, don’t you, Mike?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I don’t believe you," he said. “I just don’t 
think you’ve licked the stuff." 

“But I have, MQce. I really have.” 

“And you tested yourself in the lounge just now to 
make sure?" 

"Yes, Mike.” 

“Why did you pick this lounge, this hotel?” he said. 
“Was that a test, too?” 

She waited a moment, then said, “Yes, that’s what it 
was. I figured if I could keep away from liquor in thk 
hotel, then I could be sure I had it licked.” 

He finished his drink and feh an unreasonable anger 
suddenly boiling up inside him. He slammed his empty 
glass down on the table, got up, reached over anrf 
yanked her to her feet. She stumbled forward and put her 
hand on his shoulder to steady herself. He held her arm 
and put his face close to hers so that she would the 
liquor cm his breath. 

“Stop lying to me,” he said, his voice almost a shout 
“You said you tested yourself and managed not to order a 
drink. But that doesn’t mean you didn’t want it, that you 
still don t want a drink.” He ti^tened his grip on her 
arm and shook her. “Be honest for once,” he said. “Ad¬ 
mit h. You still want the stuff, don’t you?" 
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over the rim of the gjass. “What are you trying to do, 
Judy—promise the impossible?” 

Her face reddened. “Didn’t last night mean anything to 
you?” she asked in a small voice. 

He looked away from her. 

“All right,” she said. “I won’t press you, Mike. But 
you won’t be sorry. I can still write and you’ll see how 
hard I’ll work on your series.” 

“The series means more to me than it does to you.” 

“All right, Mike.” 

‘Tve worked hard for it, Judy.” 

“I know.” 

“I won’t let anyone mess it up.” 

She looked at him blankly. 

“That’s why I’m keeping the picture,” he said. 

“Fd almost forgotten about it,” she said. 

“I haven’t. You do your work and stay in line, and 
the picture stays where it is. You make one slip, just one 
little slip, and I’ll have you kicked right out on your 
tail.” 

She stared down at the floor. 

“I won’t do anything to stop you now,” he said. “Char¬ 
lie Barrett wants you for the job, and I won’t fight it. 
But I’m warning you, July—stay away from the bottle. 
Don’t touch another iop—^whether I’m with you or not.” 

She nodded, still looking down at the floor. 

“I’m not trying to get tough with you, Jutfy. I just 
want you to know where we stand.” 

•'All right, Mike,” she whispered. “I understand,” 

He raised the glass to his lips, took a long swallow, 
then slouched down in the chair some more and looked 
at her. Her eyes met his briefly—then once more she 
looked away. She was quiet, chastened, her enthusiasm 
completely gone. He felt a tinge of regret, but mingled 
with it was a feeling of release, of calmness. He had rid 
himself of three years’ accumulation of inner anguish. He 
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could look back dow, he thought, without the pain he 
used to know. He could look ahead with a new perspec¬ 
tive. 

He raised the glass again but the rin g in g of the phone 
stopped him. 

Judy looked up, startled. He put the glass down on the 
table and picked up the phone on the third ring. 

“HeUo.” 

•THeUo, Mike.” 

It was Alice. He glanced quickly at Judy and said, 
“How’s everything?” 

“Just fine, Mike. Except I miss you.” 

“How’s Martha?” 

“She’s fine.” 

“And Joe?” 

“He’s fine, too.” There was a pause, then she asked 
“Is anything wrong, Mike?” 

“No. Of course not.” 

“You sound funny.” 

"I do?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m an right,” he said, glancing at Judy a gain. She 
was staring at the walk 

“Miss me, Mike?” 

“Yes.” 

“A lot?” 

“Yes.” 

“I justed wanted to talk to you.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“1 like the sound of your voice, Mike. 1 Uke every¬ 
thing about you.” 

“I know.” 

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you,” she said and he 
could hear the teasing note in her voice. 

“I didn’t mean it that way.” 

“You’re not very talkative today.” 
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“I guess not,” he said. 

“Still being strong and silent, huh?” 

“Yup,” 

She giggled. “Okay, big boy. Have it your way. Just 
for that I won’t hop a train like I was planning to and 
come see you tonight.” 

“You stay there,” be said quickly. “Enjoy your 
weekend.” 

“Without you, Mike?” 

“Try.” 

“Okay. Guess O have to. I’ll see you tomonow?” 
“Sure,” he said. 

“Have lunch with me?” 

“It’s a date.” 

“Swell. Good night, Mike.” 

“Good night.” He hung up the phone. 

Judy looked at him. “Lady friend?” 

Mike nodded. 

“I’m sorry if I got in the way, Mike.” 

“You didn’t” 

“What’s her name, Mike?” 

“Why?” 

“I’m curious.” She gave him a forced smile. 

“You don’t know her.” 

Judy shrugged. “Okay, I didn’t mean to pry. I didn’t 
know her name was such a big secret” 

Mike gave an exaggerated sigh, trying to cover up his 
confusion, “Her name’s Alice,” he said. 

“You like her?” 

“Yes." 

“Does she like you?” 

“Yes.” 

“You engaged to her?” 

“No.” 

“You serious about her?” 

“Maybe." 
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Judy smiled. **Okay, Mike. No more questions.** 

“Yeah—let’s drop it,’* 

Judy got up from the bed. “Thanks for the talk,” she 
said. “It helped clear the air.” 

Mike nod^ and picked up his glass. 

“You’ll go with me to the Chronicle tomorrow?” 

“All ri^t,” Mike said, sipping his drink. 

“Tve stiU got some unpacking to do. I’ve also got a 
tot of thinking to do,’* she said. 

“Relax,” Mike told her. “Things have a habit work* 
ing out,’* 

“I hope so.” She walked to the door, turned and said, 
“So long for now,” 

Mike lifted his glass to her and she opened the door 
and left. 

Mike sat and sipped slowly at his drink. For a long 
time he tried to push Judy back to the far comer of his 
mind where be had kept her image for three long years, 
but it was no use. He slammed the glass down on the 
table and went out to dinne r. 

Much later, there was a timi d knock at his door. 

He looked up from the newspaper he was reading. 

“Mike?” a soft, muffled voice asked. “Are you awake?” 

He went to the door and opened it, Judy was out in 
the haU. He held the door open for her, and she walked 
in quickly. He shut the door and turned to face her. 

Her face was tense, almost frightened. “I tried, Mike,” 
she said in a strsuned voice. “I really tried. But it’s no 
good. I kept thinking about reporting to the Chronicle 
tomorrow.’* 

“It’ll be all ri^t," he said, 

“I almost slipped, Mike. I could taste the liquor in 
my mouth.” She shuddered. 

“All right,” Mike said. “Just relax.” 

“I can’t stay alone, Mike. I just can’t stay alone to- 
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night. ” She stared at him with wide eyes. “Please, MUce?” 

“Okay.” 

She crossed the room and sank down on the bed limp- 
ty. He went over and sat down next to her. 

She took a deep breath, and some of the tension 
seemed to leave her face. 

“Mike. About that girl—Alice—” 

“What about her?” 

‘Tm not trying to break anything up between you 
two. Really I’m not” 

“It’s all ri^t,” be said. “Don’t talk about it” 

She leaned her head down on his shoulder and said, 
“Oh, Mike, Mike. Do you think Til ever be able to make 
itr 

“I don’t know.” 

He put his arm around her shoulder and drew her 
closer to hito and, as he had done the night before, he 
let himself forget everything but the fact that she was 
here with him. He held her to him and felt her be^- 
ning to relax in his arms. He let his hand move over her 
back, gently caressing. 

She leaned against him, letdng her bead rest on his 
shoulder. A slow, contented smile came to her face and 
she murmured something be could not hear. 

“Feel better now?” he asked. 

“Yes, Mike. Much better.” 

She looked up at him, put her arms around his neck 
and kissed him and he closed his eyes while her lips 
moved gently, softly, against his. She kicked ofE her shoes 
and stretched out on the bed. 

Judy took a deep breath and sighed happily and Mike 
realized he had not felt so much at ease in a long while. 
He leaned on an elbow and looked down at her. 

She smiled up at him. “You’re good for me, Mike.” 

He^ eyes were full of gratitude and wanting and bet 
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need for him oncQ more became paramoimt in tm 
iinnd *« 

Their lovemaVing was as natural as if they had sever 
been parted —as if no shadow lay between them, and 
srfien it came time later to do away with the banien (rf 
clothing, they did it without haste. She came eageify to 
him, but there was time now—the forever he had once 
imagined for them, though it had proved to be an illu> 
Sion. 

But at last there came to both of them now the press¬ 
ing need for fulfillment, and they gave themselves up 
completely to the desires that had buHt up within them. 

Nothing existed tor Mike now except the feel of Judy in 
his arms, the intensity of her lovemaking, the almnct ago- 
nizii^ delight her body one with hi8...tiiere was 
nothing left of the world beyond outside the narrow 
compass ^ the bed, no thing and no one but the woman 
he held close to hitw. 

And later, nhen the urgency was gone, be still held 
her. not wanting to let her go, and buried his face in 
the hollow of her throat while she cradled him and 
stroked his bead and whispered his namp. over and ovec 
again... 


Six 

MIKE sat at his desk at the Chfonide and let his mouth 
twist into a sardonic snule. For a Mcmday morning, there 
was an unusual amount (rf activity about his Almost 
everyone in the <^ce suddenly seemed to have a reason 
for walking past and nodding to him and saying “Good 
morning”—and as they said it, their eyes searpJrM jus 
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Most of them had seen him come in with Judy and 
those who had not had heard the news from the others. 
Now they were all coming over to have a closer look. 

Judy was in with Charlie Barrett and Mike waited pa¬ 
tiently. He strai^tened papers on his desk, checked over 
his equipment, and tried to forget that the people in the 
office were secretly watching almost every move he made, 
observing everything he did, noting every little twitch cd 
the muscles in his face. 

The phone on his desk gave one short ring. 

He picked it up and growled a loud “Yeah?” into the 
mouthpiece. 

“Got a minute, Mike?” Charlie Barrett’s voice was 
crisp. 

“Sure,” Mike said. “Be ri^t there.” 

He hung up the phone, got up from his desk and the 
eyes that had been watchi^ him shifted away. He headed 
for Charlie’s cubicle. 

Enclosed on three rides by clear ^ass, Barrett sat in 
his crowded cell behind a desk that seemed tiny in con¬ 
trast to his big bulk and inadequate for the mass of papers 
and galleys that were always piled an inch deep on it 
Mike pushed open the door, nodded to Charlie and 
glanced at Judy sitting in the small, straight chair in the 
comer. She was wedged between an overflowing book¬ 
case and a file cabinet. 

There was no other chair in the office. Mike leaned 
against the bookcase. 

Charlie rubbed a pudgy hand over his bald head, shift¬ 
ed his huge body around in his swivel chair and looked 
steadily at Mike. 

“Judy tells me you met her this weekend,” Charlie 
said. 

•That’s right.” 

“So you already know about her working on the se¬ 
ries." 
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Mike nodded. 

Charlie pulled a cigar from his shirt pocket and stripped 
ofE the wrapper. 

“Got any objections?” 

Mike glanced at Juity and shook his head. “No. She’s 
all right with me.” 

Charlie bit off the end of the cigar and spat the tip 
expertly into the wastebasket at his side. He dug into his 
shirt pocket, pulled out a kitchen match, struck it a gaingt 
the side of the desk and held the flame to the end of 
the cigar. He puffed quickly, his eyes intent on Mike’s 
face. He blew out the match. 

“Judy’s a damn good writer.” 

Mike nodded. 

“She can do a fine job on the series.” 

Mike waited for him to go on. He knew he had not 
been asked to sit in on a conference on Judy’s talptitg as 
a newspaperwoman. 

“One thing, though,” Charlie said and puffed a couple 
of times on the cigar. “\VTiat about her drinking?” 

“What about it?” Mike answered. 

“She says she’s got it licked.” 

“So?” 

“So she says you can vouch for that.” 

Mike was thoughtful. “She had plenty of chances to 
drink with me this weekend,” he said, choosing each 
word carefully, 

“She didn’t?” Charlie asked* 

“She didn’t,” Mike said, 

Charlie took the cigar from his mouth and looked at 
Judy and said, “Okay, kid* That’s good enough for me,” 

Judy smiled quietly, 

Charlie nodded at the door* ‘Td like to talk to Mike 
alone now,’ he said to Judy. “I’m sure there are some 
old friends out there you would like to see,” 
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Judy nodded and got up from the chair. At Jo®' 
she turned and said, “Thanks, Charlie. You too, Mike. 
Charlie waved his band at her and she went out. 
Charlie puffed away on his cigar. Mike remained 
stanchng, ignoring the empty chair. ^ 

“All ri^t,” Charlie said fin^y. “Let’s have rt. 

Mike looked at him steadily. “Why Judy?” 

“She’s a good writer." ^ 

“There are other good writers on the staff. 

“Judy needed help.” . 

“You could have helped her without puttmg her on the 

series with me,” 

“I could have,” Charlie admitted, pufiSug on his agar 
and sending out clouds of blue smoke into the small room. 
“Then why do it this way?” 

“I did it for you, Mike.” 

“For mer 
“Yeah. I like you.” 

“Thanks,” Mike said. 

“Don’t get wise with me, Mike.” ^ 

“I’m not. But you still haven’t answered my question. 
CharUe si^ed. “All right. I’ll give it to you straig^iL” 
“Go ahead,” Mike said. 

“Your work has been slipping.” 

Mike straightened up quickly. 

CharUe held up his hand. “Don’t get excited. I said 
your work has been sUpping and it has. But you’re stiU 
one of the best photographers we’ve got on the Chronicle. 
“Thanks again,” Mike said. 

CharUe glanced at him sharply. He pushed some of 
the papers on his desk aside, found his ashtray and sav- 
agely crushed his cigar into it. 

”A11 right, Mike,” Charlie said. *TfouVe asked for it 
The plain fact of the matter b that your work was bet¬ 
ter three years ago.” 
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“Who says so?” 

“I do, damn it" 

“I haven’t heard any complaints.” 

“You haven’t slipped too far yet-^d Fm going to see 
to it that you don’t” 

“Get to the point, Charlie.” 

“Ri^t now Fm the only one who can spot the differ¬ 
ence in youi work. That’s why Fm managing editor here. 
It’s my job to see things like that” 

“So?” 

yo keep on this way and you’ll soon slip even more.” 
Mike looked down at the floor. “AD right, CharUe,” 
said. “TeU me just how and where my work has gone 


Its httle things. You’ve lost interest in newspaper 
work. You’re putting just a Dtfle bit less effort each day 
mto your job here. It’s starting to show.” 

“Are you trying to teO me Fm concentrating too much 
on my studio—that Fm neglecting my job?” 

CharUe leaned forward over his desk. “Maybe. But 
that’s not what I’m driving at.” 

“What are you driviog at then?” 

“Judy.” 


Mike glanced at him quickly. 

“And ADce, too,” Charlie added. 

^^at do they have to do with it?” Mike said. 
“They’ve got everything to do with it,” CharUe said. 
Yot toow I’ve got nothing against your doing outside 
work. I was the one who encouraged you to open your 
own studio, wasn’t I?” e j 

Mike nodded. 


T * bought it was a good idea. I told you 

I thou^t you had it in you to make the grade as a pho¬ 
tographer m your own business. You remember that, 
don t you?” ” 

“Sure,” Mike said. 
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“Well, I still feel that way. If you make it, Fil be losing 
a good photographer, but I won’t mind that. But right 
DOW I’m not so sure you’ll make it—either on your own 
or on the paper.” 

“Is it that bad?” Mike said. 

“No. Not yet. That’s why I hired Judy for the series.” 

“I don’t get it,” Mike said. 

“Why do you think your work started to s%?” Char¬ 
lie said. 

Mike shrugged. “You tell me.” 

“Because of Judy and what happened with you two.” 

“That was more than diree years ago,” Mike said 
sharply. 

Qiarlie shook his head. “No—^whatever happened be* 
tween you—I don’t know the details and don’t give a 
damn —is still going on, whether you recognize it or not 
Events don’t change people but they affect other events.” 
He paused and Mike realized the speech had been unus¬ 
ually long for Charlie. “You’re the same guy you always 
were, Mike—but your breakup with Judy has been a 
continuous thing, whether you admit it or not And it’s 
affected your work. You two were a team. I’m making 
you a team again.” 

“And what about Alice?” Mike asked. 

Charlie’s voice became crisp again. “I’m not running 
the advice to the lovelorn department. I'm interested in 
you and Judy as a team wor^g for the Chronicle. How 
you did it before—what you did before—is up to you. 
How your other girl friends fit in is up to you, too.” 

Charlie regarded him steadily. “But if you don’t want 
Judy on the series, say so now, Mike. 1 can take her off 
the job right now. Just say the word.” 

Mike chewed on his lip. “Okay,” he said finally. “It’s 
aO right with me. Keep Judy on.” 

“You sure?” Charlie said. 

Mike nodded. 
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“Okay, then,” Charlie said, and he began to shuffle 
through the piles of papers on his desk. “Now get the 
hell out of here. I’ve got work to do.” 

Mike turned and strode out of the cubicle. He stood 
outside the door for a moment while be tried to think, but 
it wasn’t any good. He stuck a cigarette in his mouth, 
lighted it, then beaded back to his desk. 


Seven 

HE met Alice for lunch that afternoon. He sat alone and 
waited for her at their usual table in the back of the 
restaurant they always used for their meetings. He had 
ordered a drink and sipped it slowly while he rehearsed 
what he would say to Alice about Judy. 

He knew there was no sense in trying to keep Judy’s 
return from her. She would find out soon enough anyhow. 

Jfs a beginning, he thought- Or maybe Charlie was 
right—maybe it had never ended. 

First, there had been the phone call frtnn Alice while 
Judy was in the room with him . That had been the start 
of ffle tension, the fear of saying too much, of giving 
something away to either one of them. But had he ever 
really felt at ease since Judy bad left him—had he really, 
as Charlie suggested, been kidding himself about how 
felt toward Jucfy. 

The pattern had already started—the little lies, the 
small deceptions, the constant effort to be on his guard. 
He had deliberate^ avoided Judy after die scene in 
Charlie’s cubicle except for a brief moment He had 
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assured her that the job was hers, then told her he would 
be busy all day. 

For a tuomect, be silentfy cursed Charlie Barrett for 
bringmg his personal life to a cri^, altbou^ he realized 
that Charlie had just been doing a job. 

Mike shook his bead savagely, picked up his glass and 
downed bis drink in one swift gulp. As be set the glass 
back on the table, he saw Alice come in the door and 
start walking toward him. 

She gave him a quick smile and sat down opposite him. 

“Hi,” she said. 

“HI” 

£3ie reached across the table and took his hand. “1 
missed you.” 

“It was only a couple of days.” 

“Doesn’t matter. I missed you, anyhow.” 

He smil ed at her. 

“You miss me, too, Mike?” 

“Sure.” 

“A lot?” 

“Yes.” 

“Think of me all the time?” 

“Of course.” He looked down at the table. Another 
lie, be thought. He had barely ^ven Alice a thought. 
“Did you have a good time with Joe and Martha?” 

“It was quiet and restful.” 

He grinn^ at her. “Hungry?” 

She nodded and he signaled for the waiter. 

After they had ordered, he sat toying with the 'sEver- 
were in front of him. Finally be asked “Remember the 
photo series 1 told you about?” 

“Sure.” 

“It’s been approved. We’re starting work on it now.” 

“Mike, that’s wonderful. Aren’t you excited about it?” 

“Sure.” 

“You don’t look very happy.” 
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**WeIl,” he said, “there’s a smali compEcatioo.** 

“What is it?" 

“The writer I’ll work with." 

“What about him?” 

“It’s Dot a he " 

Alice was sileat for a moment, her face puzzled. “You 
mean you’re going to work with a woman wiitei?” 

“That’s right” 

“Does that bother you, Mike?" 

He looked down at the table and moved the silver¬ 
ware around. “The writer is Judy Grant," he said. 

Alice sucked in her breath sWply, She was silent for 
a long moment, then: “I guess t^t does complicate 
matters." 

Their food arrived and both of them fell silent After 
the waiter had gone, Alice pushed the food around on her 
plate with her fork but made no move to eat it 

Finally, still looking down at her plate, Alice said 
softly, “You’ve already seen Judy, Mike?” 

“Charlie Barrett had us both in his office this morning.” 

“It was Charlie’s idea to hire Judy?” 

“Of course." 

“Did he ask if you approved?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you say?" 

“I said it was okay with me.” 

Alice looked up at him. "Do you want Judy to work 
with you?” 

“The decision was Charlie’s and Td have to have a 
damned good reason for going against it" 

“And there is no such reason, is there, Mke?” 

“Not from a business point of view. You know ffiat 
The only reasons 1 could give would be personal one^~ 
and they wouldn’t count where work is concerned.” 

“And what about the work?” Alice said suddenly, her 
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eyes fastened on his foce. *‘Can you and Judy get along 
together?” 

“There’s no reason we shouldn’t.” 

“Isn’t there, Mike?” 

He shook his head. "Forget what happened three 
years ago.” 

“Can you forget it, Mike?" 

“Let’s not go into that again,” he said sharply. 

Alice bit her lip. She looked at him without blinking 
until he had to lower his eyes. Her face softened and it 
was evident she had reached a decision. 

“I’m sorry, Mike,” she said softly. “I wasn’t trying to 
needle you.” 

“It’s all ri^t,” he said. 

“I guess I’m just a little worried now,” she said. 

“There’s nothing ot worry about." 

“All right. If you say so.” She gave him a weak 
smile. 

“That’s better,” he said gruffly. He leaned forward ear¬ 
nestly. “Look, Alice, Judy’s still a good writer and that’s 
what I need. If she’s even half as capable as she was in 
the past, she’ll do me a lot of good. That’s all that counts 
with me now—to make the series a success.” 

Alice nodded. “I understand, Mike.” She hesitated, 
“Judy doesn’t drink any more?” 

“Charlie wouldn’t have hired her otherwise.” 

“Then she’s got the booze licked?” 

“Apparently.” 

That's the ticket, he thought. Leave yourself an out - 

The words had come into his mind completely unbidden, 
a taunting reminder from bis subconscious that he had 
chosen exactly the right answer in case he had to use 
that picture of Judy later on. He winced as he suddenly 
realized that it was no longer necessary for him to be 
consciously on guard against trapping himself by what he 
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said. His deception was leacbing the stage of an auto¬ 
matic reflex. 

Alice said slowly, “In that case—I guess there really 
is nothing to worry about.” 

‘That’s right,” Mike said. 

“You’ve got no grudge against Judy?” 

“Not any more.” 

“All right, Mike,” Alice said quickly. “No more ques¬ 
tions. I’m sorry if I’ve upset you.” 

“Forget it,” Mike said, and he looked down at his 
plate. “Let’s eat. The food will get cold.” 

Alice stared down at her plate, then pushed It to one 
side. “I’m not very hungry,” she said in a small voice. 

Mike looked at her. Familiar with her moods, he could 
see that her thoughts had turned inward. Her face was ex¬ 
pressionless. 

Mike was going to push his plate aside also but real¬ 
ized the act would betray his own inward turbulence. He 
winced again at the knowledge that his subconscious re¬ 
flexes were sdll working to protect him horn himself. 

“Well, I’m starved,” he said cheerfully. 

“Go ahead and eat,” Alice said. 

He picked up his fork and tackled his food. Alice 
watched him and he thought over what he had said to 
her—^what he had told her and what he had not told 
her and there was no hunger in him at aU. 

He felt unclean. 


Eight 

HE kept himself busy all day. He threw himself into his 
work with a fury, sitting at his desk without looking up 
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once. There were stfll odds and ends to be cleared up 
before he could tackle the series, and he went at them 
with a vengeance. He had left Alice immediately after 
lunch—left her with her face somber and with a trou¬ 
bled look deep in her eyes—and it had wrenched at him 
to see her trying to say a cheerful goodbye when it was 
obvious how deeply disturbed she had been. He kept 
on going without a letup, not even stopping for dinner. It 
was after ten in the evening when he finally closed h^ 
desk. 

He was tired. He could hardly keep his eyes open and 
that was what he wanted. He got up, stretched, put out 
the light and left the office. 

He decided to walk back to his hotel. The night air 
revived him somewhat, but his mind was still numbed 
from the intense concentration of hours. The lights of a 
cafe attracted him. He walked inside, straddled a stool, 
and ordered coffee and a piece of apple pie. Even though 
he had gulped down a tasteless lunch and had completely 
missed supper, he was not hungry. The pie and coffee 
were just enough to satisfy him. He sat at the counter, 
sipping the last of the coffee, smoking quietly, feeling 
warm and rired inside. 

He strolled the rest of the way to the hotel at a slow, 
leisurely pace and, as he unlocked bis door, his only 
thoughts were of a shower and bed. 

He flicked on the lights, locked the door behind him, 
stripped off his jacket and tie and loosened his collar. He 
was reaching for bis shoelaces when be heard the key 
in the lock. 

He swung around to the door leading to the hall be¬ 
fore he realized that the sound had come from another 
direction. He turned again and saw the connecting door 
to the next room swing open. 

Judy came in. 
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A half-smile on her face, she said, "I thought 1 heard 
you come in, Mike.” 

He then found his voice. ^What are you doing in that 
room?” 

“It’s my room now, Mike. I got my old room back.” 

“You did what?” 

“I got my old room back,” she said again. “I spoke to 
the desk clerk, and he arranged things with the old 
salesman who had the room,” 

Mike swallowed hard. “Just like that, Judy? All 
you did was speak to the clerk? What did you tell him?” 

The intensity in his voice startled her and she took a 
step backward. “It’s the same clerk, Mike. The same one 
who was here when I had the room before. He remem¬ 
bered me.” 

“What did you tell him?” 

“Just that you and 1 were working together on an as¬ 
signment for the Chronicle and that it would be very con¬ 
venient if we bad adjoining rooms.” 

“Convenient for what?” 

“For working, Mike.” 

“And that’s ah?” 

She smiled slightly. “That’s all I told the clerk. He got 
the salesman to take another room and gave me back 
this one.” 

He stared at her so intently that the smile left her 
lace. “Yon think you fooled the derk, Jud^” 

“I wasn’t tiying to fool him,” she said sharply. 

“Then whom were you trying to fool—me?” 

“Of course not, M^e. What’s the matter with you?" 

“I don’t like your setting up anangements like this 
without asking me.” 

“Would you have agreed if I asked yon?” ' 

“That’s not the point” 

“All right, Mike,” she said sofdy. “I’m sorry. I’ll move 
out if you want me to.” 
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He turned away from her for a moment, then swuog 
back to face her, “Let’s have the truth, Judy. Why did 
you do it?” 

“To be near you.” 

“Well be close to each other every day,” he said. 
“WeH be working together every day.’* 

“What about the nights, Mike?” 

“What about them?” 

"That’s when I—^have trouble.” 

“So?” 

“What are you trying to do to me, Mike?” 

“Nothing,” he said, but he knew it was a lie. Deep 
down, he knew that he was, for some irrational reason, 
forcing her to put into words things both of them would 
rather leave unsaid. He knew why she had taken the 
room. Her reasons were obvious, just as it was obvious 
that she hoped he would understand and not bring every¬ 
thing right out into the open. 

“What do you want me to do, Mike?” she said. “You 
want me to beg? All right—I’ll beg. Please, Mike, 
don’t send me away, I need you. I need to be near you. I 
can’t be alone at night.” 

“Stop that,” he said sharply. 

“Please,” she said again. “You know I can’t make it 
mthout you.” 

“All tight. All right,” he said quickly, suddenly em¬ 
barrassed at having forced her into this. 

She took a deep breath. “Thanks, Mike.” 

“Have yon got both keys?” he asked abruptly. 

She held them up. “One for you and one for me.” 

He took them from her. “No,” be said. “This time 
m keep them both” 

She looked at him but said nothing. 

“That door will stay locked,” he said, “unless I open 
it You understand that?” 

She nodded. 
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“If you want me for anything, you can knoclc on the 
door,” Mike said. 

Judy nodded again. 

“And as far as anyone else is concerned,” he said, “no 
one is to know that 1 have the keys. Officially, the door 
has been locked by the hotel management, just as it was 
when the salesman had the room.” 

“All ri^t, Mike,” she said softly. “Whatever you say.” 

“People are going to talk anyhow,” he said. 

“What people, Mike? How b anycme going to find out 
anything?” 

“The desk clerk knows,” he said. “The people we work 
with on the paper will find out one way or another, soon¬ 
er or later, that we have adjoining rooms. That’ll be 
enough to start them figuring.” 

“You’re not really worried about them finding out 
about the keys, are you, Mike?” 

“Of course I am,” 

“You weren’t so concerned the last time we both had 
these rooms. You didn't care at all what people thought 
then.” 

“A lot has happened since then.” 

“I guess you’re right,” she said. “But yon haven’t 
changed that much. You still aren’t afraid of people who 
gossip.” 

‘Tm not?” 

“No. All you’re afraid of now b that Alice will find 
out.” 

Hb head mapped up. “What does Alice have to do 
with thb?” 

"A lot Mike.” 

“Who says so?” 

“I do.” 

“You don’t even know her,” he said shortly. 

“I’ve never met her,” Jucfy said, “but I know a lot 
mote about her now.” 
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“You’ve been snooping around, haven’t you?” he said, 
his voice rising sharply. 

“Not really. Mike. I’ve just heard a few things.” 

“From whom?” 

“Some of the people at the Chronicle" 

“Charlie Barrett?” 

“No. He didn’t say much." 

“But he did say something?” 

“Yes, Mike. He told me that you were going vrith a 
very fine girl, but he didn’t mention her name.” 

“He just volunteered that information? Just dropped it 
into the conversation?” 

“No. He was telling me how well you’re doing now and 
he mentioned the girL” 

Mike grimaced. Charlie had told Judy how well he was 
doing, but had told him in private that his work was 
slipping. For a moment, Mike thought that Charlie might 
have been trying the old psychology kick on him, telling 
him his work was not as good as it used to be just to get 
a little extra out of him. But Charlie was too blunt 
for such maneuvers. No, Charlie was just showing good 
horse sense in not letting Judy know that her partner on 
the assi gnm ent was just a shade less good than he used to 
be. 

“Okay,” Mike said. “So you’ve heard about Alice.” 

“About you and Alice, Mike.” 

“So?” 

“I know you’re not ofificially engaged to her, or any¬ 
thing like that.” 

“Fm not. What difference does that make?" 

“It makes a lot of difference, Mike.” 

“How?” 

She smiled. “It means I still stand a chance with you.” 

This was it, he thou^t—the perfect opportunity for 
a cutting remark about her chances, something sarcastic 
that would really hurt. He opened his mouth, searching 
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for the right words, and found none. He said nothing. 

“Thanks, Mike,” Judy said again. 

“For what?” 

“Never mind,” she said, and he knew she had read 
his thoughts. He felt angry at himself for having been so 
transparent. 

“I’m tired,” he said abruptly. 

“All right, Mike,” she said. "1 won’t bother you any 
more.” 

“I’m going to take a shower.” He turned hom her. 

“Mike—” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can we keep the door open tonight?” He hestitated 
and she said, “I won’t feel so isolated with the door 
open. Please, Mike. It’ll help a lot.” 

He bit his lip. “Okay,” he said. “IH leave it open.” 

He started to take off his shirt and heard her go back 
to her room. But he knew, as surely as if he had been 
able to see into the future, that the door would not be 
locked at night frmn then on. He had given in. He would 
do so ^ain. 

He finished undressing, stepped into the riiower and 
turned the water on full force, lettin g the noise and the 
sting of the water shut him out from all thought 

He was lying in bed, smoking a cigarette and star¬ 
ing up at the ceiliDg, when Judy tapped timidly on 
the connecting door and came into the room. She was 
wearing shorty pajamas and she over to the foot 
cd the bed. 

“What is it?” be said. 

She licked her 14>8 and said, “About Alice_” 

“Yeah?” 

“I t(dd you mice I wasn’t trying to break anything up 
between you two.” 

He was silent 
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“I meant that, Mike,” she said, “But it doesn’t mean 
Fm just going to dt aiotmd and look pretty. You’re not 
at all sure of how you feel about her right now—or even 
of how you feel alwut me. If you were, if there were no 
doubt in your min d that you loved Alice, I’d keep away 
from you.” 

Mike puSed on bis cigarette while be tried to collect 
his thou^ts. “So you think I'm not sure of myself?” he 
said finally. 

“I know it, Mike.” 

“How?” 

“If you were sure you loved Alice, you’d never have 
let me keep the adjoining room. And some other things 
that have happened never would have.” 

She smiled, her eyes soft. “Good night, Mike.” 

She went back to her own room. 

He lay stfll for a moment, then stubbed out his cig¬ 
arette and switched off the light His eyes were wide open, 
staring out into the darkness of the room. 

He thought what Judy had just said and knew she 
was right 


Nine 

THE first interview was srith Martha. As a top model, 
Alice’s sister had been Mike's natural choice from the 
start. He had arranged the interview for the evening and 
asked Martha to invite Alice to be there. 

The interview would be a test for Judy. She would either 
work out—or not. She would either have to put aside such 
personal feelings as she mi^t have toward Alice or run 
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the chance of botching the assignment Mike had cast 
Alice in a definite role in the series. 

He got ready for the trip out to the country with a 
sense of potential trouble. He packed his cameras, film 
and strobe light in bis hotel room and tried to shake his 
unease, but it was no use. 

Judy came through the connecting door. ‘*A11 set?” she 
asked. 

“Almost,” be told her, jamming equipment into the 
bag. 

Judy looked at the bul^g equipment bag and smiled, 
“You sure you’ve got everything?” 

“Yeah,” he snapped. “I’m sure.” 

They bad rented a car for the trip, and both of them 
rode silently until they were out of the city and on the 
highway, Mike drove with a steady foot on the throttle, 
his eyes glued to the road. As they drew near a roadside 
motel, Judy said, “They’ve got a snack bar there. Let’s 
stop for coffee.” 

Mike slowed down the car. “Why? You hungry?” 

“A little. Fd like some coffee, anyway.” 

Mike braked the car, swung it off the bi^way and 
into the motel parking space. Inwardly Mike was glad 
for the chance to relax from driving. The city traffic had 
been heavy. 

Judy sipped at her coffee. “I bad another reason for 
asking you to stop. 1 wanted to talk to you.” 

“We could have talked in the car,” he said. 

“Not the way you were driving.” 

“What’s wrong with my driving?” 

“Nothing, Mike. It’s just that you were concentrating 
so much on the road that it would have been hard talking 
to you.” 

“All right,” he said. “Go ahead and talk.” 

She sighed. “That’s just what 1 mean, Mike. You’re all 
keyed up. I’m worried about the interview. If you’re all 
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tied up in knots inside you won’t be able to take good 
pictures—and the way you’ll act will affect the whole tone 
of the interview, too.” 

‘‘Don’t worry about me," he said. “I won’t foul up the 
interview.” 

“I didn’t mean that,” she said quickly. “I’d just like to 
see you relax a tittle before we get there." 

She smiled at him and placed her hand on his. “Come 
on, Mike. Take it easy. The world isn’t such a glum 
place, and there are people with worse problems than 
yours—or mine." 

“Thanks,” he said dryly. “You’re being real cheerful 
about everything.” 

“Oh, Mike,” she said, the smfle fading a little. “I’m 
only trying to help.” 

“Help whom?” 

“Both of us, Mike," she said softly. 

He looked at her for a moment. Her face was solemn, 
but with a touch of sadness. The dim lifting in the place 
drew glints and shadows from her golden hair, and the 
touch of her hand on his was gentle and cool. 

He covered her free hand with his and said, “All right, 
Judy, m try to relax." 

She smiled. 

“Ready to go now?” he asked. 

“Yes," she said. “Now I’m ready.” 

The rest of the trip was pleasant. Judy started talking 
about her ideas for the series, how she would handle 
the write-ups on each of the subjects, and he found him¬ 
self agreeing with her. She knew her stuff. There was 
no doubt of that 

They discussed the type of pictures he would take and 
both of them agreed that there would be no emphasis 
on cheesecake. This was to be a series on the home life 
of beautiful women, nothing sensational or lurid, and the 
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pictures as weQ as the wiitirtg were to reflect the domestie 
scene. 

Mike found himself actually smiling as they drove and 
talked and his immediate future began to look brighter. 

His mood changed rapidly once they arrived. 

From the moment they turned into the sweeping drive¬ 
way his sense of impending trouble came back even 
stronger than it had been before. 

Joe Spears, Martha’s husband, met them at the door. 
He was tall, well-groomed, and looked every inch the 
socialite he was. 

He stuck out his hand and said, “Hello, Mike. Come 
right in.” 

Mike shook his hand, introduced Judy. Alice and Mar¬ 
tha were waitiog for them in the living room. There were 
introductions all around. Martha was beautifully gracious, 
Joe was charming and urbane, but Mike was interested 
only in watching Judy and Alice as they met face to face. 

Both of them carried it off in fine style. 

They smiled and acted as though this were to be die 
beginning of a delightful evening. Only someone who was 
looking for problems—as Mike was—would have noticed 
that, under all the cordiality, both women were ey ing 
each other carefully, sizing each other up with practiced 
eyes. 

Mike felt uncomfortable but Judy got right to work. 
She whipped out her pad and pencil and sat down facing 
Martha and Joe. 

‘Tell me,” she said, “do you find that being one of the 
most beautiful models in the country has influenced your 
home life?” 

“Of course it has,” Martha said. “I wouldn't be normal 
if my work didn’t change things a little for me.” 

“How?” Judy asked, her pencil poised. 

Martha started talking. She spoke easily, fluently and 
with complete candor and friendliness. Judy matched this 
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with intelligent, interesting questions, establishing just 
the right type U working relationship between the two 
women. 

While Judy made notes, Nfike unlimbered his equip¬ 
ment. Alice walked over to him, and he smiled at her. 

“Want to watch me work?” 

She nodded, returning his smile. “What kind of pic¬ 
tures are you going to take, Mike?” 

“Good ones, I hope.” 

“Are you going to take pictures in here?” she asked, 

“Yep. I’m going to get in a few shots whik the interview 
is going on. Then I’D take some of Martha and Joe, then 
a few of you and Martha, then some of Martha alone in 
some of the rooms—the kitchen, the dining room, and on 
the patio.” 

“Don’t take any pictures of me, Mike.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I don’t want you to.” 

“That’s not a very good reason,” he sakL 

“It’s good enough for me,” she told him. 

Mike glanced around him quickly. Martha, Joe, and 
Judy were all absorbed in the interview, “What s eating 
you?” he said in a low voice to Alice. “You’ll get good 
publicity out of a picture of you and Martha togetter— 
and I’m sure Judy is going to mention you in the inter¬ 
view, too." 

“I don’t want her to,” Alice said stubbornly. 

“Why not?” 

‘Tm not going to get publicity, get my name and pic¬ 
ture in the paper, just bemuse I’m the sister of a famous 
model. I want to do it on my own.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with this kind of publicity,” 
Mike explained. “In fact, there would definitely^ be 
srvmftthing wrong if we didn’t cover you for the interview. 
You make good copy—the sister of the famous model 
gptting started in the field herself. If you refuse to let 
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your name or picture be used you’ll imly be burting Mar¬ 
tha because she’ll know the reason you’ve refused Do 
you want to do that to Martha?” Alice looked thoughtful, 
and Mike said, ‘Tlease, for my sake, Alice.” 

She looked at him steadily. “I’ll do it for Martha’s 
sake,” she said firmly. 

Mike nodded and turned to his equipment He started 
taking pictures while Judy was talking to Martha and Joe. 
None of them seemed to notice or to mind when the flash 
went off, and he managed to make some good angle 
shots. 

When an appropriate opening presented itself, he sug¬ 
gested some pictures of Martha and Alice. Martha was 
all for it and smiled broadly at her sister. Alice smiled, 
too, but Mike could sense her reluctance. 

Next, he took Martha out on the patio while Judy talked 
to Alice, getting informatioo from her about her fledg¬ 
ling career and how it felt to be the sister of a top model. 

From the patio, Martha took Mike on a tour of the 
house, and Joe went along with them. Mike shot his 
pictures and Joe smiled and played the part of the per¬ 
fect host Joe had always bo^ered Mike in this respect 
Whenever Mike bad come out for a week end with 
Alice, Joe Spears had been cordial, friendly and cheerfuL 
To Mike this behavior pattern was somehow false. A man 
had to be grumpy sometime. Joe had always struck him 
as too good to be true. 

He realized his reaction was unreasonable. Joe Spears 
was a nice guy, when you came ri^t down to it He had 
always been wealthy and had been trained from diild- 
hood in the social graces. It was unfair to hold lack of 
flaws against a man, Mike knew, but he still never felt 
completely at ease in Joe's presence. 

When they came back to the living room, Alice and 
Judy were just finishing up. Judy accompanied Martha and 
Joe on the tour Mike had just completed. 
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Mike and Alice were left alone in the living room. 

“How did it go?” Mike asked. 

“All right,” Alice said tonelessly. 

“What did she ask you?” 

“The usual questions,” Alice turned away and, in a 
mu£9ed voice, said, “She’s very pretty, isn’t she?” 

Mike didn’t amwer, 

“She knows her work, too.” 

“That I told you.” 

“She’s a real professional.” Alice’s voice was wistfuL 

“Yes, she is,” Mike said. 

“You can always spot a professional,” Alice said. “They 
can make an amateur like me look just like—like an 
amateur.” 

“You’re not an amateur.” 

“Compared to Martha and Judy I am,” she told him 
and Mike was silent, not knowing how to answer her. 

There was an awkward moment until Alice said, “Will 
it be all right if I go back to town with you tonight?” 

“Of course.” 

“WiU it be all right with Judy?” 

“Why not?” 

“She might want to talk over the interview with you 
in the car and I might be in the way.” 

“Don’t be silly.” 

“All right.” 

Judy, Joe and Martha came back into the living rocun. 
Judy said to Mike, "Got all your pictures?” 

“Yep,” Mike said. 

“Fine,” Judy said. *T’ve finished with all the questions, 
too.” 

“Why don’t you join us for a drink?” Joe offered. 

Mike was in no mood for polite social chatter. He 
glanced at his watch and said, “Thanks, but it’s getting 
late and we’ve got a long drive ahead of us." 

“Okay,” Joe said. “Some other time, maybe,” 
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“Sure.” Mike turned to Judy. “We’re giving Alice a lift 
back to town.” 

“That’s swell," Judy said heartily. 

Their leave-taking was accomplished quickly after 
that, and .soon they were on the road. Alice had insist¬ 
ed on riding in the back by herself while Judy shared the 
front seat with Mike. 

For most of the trip, Mike was grimly silent. The sense 
of trouble was back with him again, and he was unable to 
shake it. Judy seemed oblivious to Mike’s tension and 
chatted amiably with Alice. Alice said little and let Judy 
ramble on and on with only an occasional word here 
and there in reply. 

When they got back to the city, Judy said, “You’re 
seeing Alice home, aren’t you, Mike?" 

“Yes,” Mike said. 

“It’s not necessary,” Alice said quickly. “Drop me off 
anywhere and I’ll get a cab.” 

“Nonsense,” Judy said. “Mike will take you home.” 

Alice was silent. 

“Let me out at the Chr<micle, Mike,” Judy said. “I 
want to work over my notes at the office.” 

“Okay,” \Cke said. 

At the Chronicle building, he wheeled the car to the 
curb. Judy got out and Alice left the back scat and sat 
next to Mike. Judy leaned in throu gh the open window 
and said, “It was very nice meeting you, Alice.” 

Alice smiled slightly. “Same here. Good ni gh t ” 

“Good ni^t.” Judy lifted her hand to Mike and said, 
“See you later at the hotel.” 

The trouble Mike had been expecting had come. 

He felt A lice stiffen beside him on the front seat. Judy’s 
mouth dropped open as she suddenly realized what she 
had said, and Mike knew then the faux pas had not been 
deliberate. But the damage had been done. 

He had trouble now—^lots of ft. 
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“Good night, ” he said abruptly and slammed the car in 
gear. He pulled away from the curb with squealing tires. 

Alice sat rigidly beside him, looking straight ahead. He 
made no effort to speak to her. 

At her apartment house, he tooled the car into a park¬ 
ing space, cut the engine. It was quiet in the car, much too 
quiet 

At last Alice asked, “Will you come up, Mike?’* 

“You want me to?” 

“Yes.” 

“All right.” 

He got out of the car, went around and opened the 
door for her. He checked the trunk where he had stored 
his equipment to make sure it was locked, then followed 
Judy into the building. 

They rode up to her fioor in silence. In the apartment, 
she shut the door and turned to him. 

“All right, Mike,” she said. “I think I’m entitled to an 
explanation.” 

“About what?” 

“Don’t toy with me, Mike.” Alice’s voice trembled 
slightly. “What was that remark about seeing you at the 
hotel?” 

Mike shrugged. “Judy’s staying at my hotel.” 

“The same room, perhaps?” Her voice was heavy with 
sarcasm. 

“Cut that out!” he snapped. “She’s got her own roonn” 

“Who arranged that?” 

“She did,” Mike said truthfully. 

“You had nothing to do with it?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Do you see her at the hotel?” 

“Naturally,” Mike said. “It’s not a big place.” 

“In the lobby?” 

“Yes.” 

“In her room?” 
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“No,” Mike said. ‘Tve never been in her room.” 

“Does she come to your room?” 

Mike hesitated and heard AJice suck in her breath 
sharply. His hesitation bad given him away. There would 
no point in denial now. 

“She’s been in my room.” 

“To talk.” 

“What for?” 

“About what?” 

“The series, the work we’re doing together." 

“That’s all?” 

“No,” Mike said, thinking fast. “We talk about other 
things, too.” 

“Such as?” 

“Small talk.” 

“Do you ever talk about each other?” 

“We do.” 

“Do you talk about the time you used to be together?” 

Mike was ready. “Yes. We’ve talked about that.” If 
he denied this, then the whole careful structure he was 
building up would fall apart. 

“Why didn’t you tell me aD this before, Mike?” 

He was ready for this question, too. “Because I knew 
you’d do just what you’re doing now-—make me go 
through a third degree^ ask me one foolish question 
after another.” 

“They’re not foolish questions, Mike. They’re import¬ 
ant.” 

“Only if you don’t trust me,” he said, hoping the lies 
had not begun to show by now. 

“I’d be more inclined to trust you, Mike,” Alice said, 
“if I hadn’t seen the way Judy acted tonight.” 

“What do you mean? How did she act?” 

‘Telling you to take me home, acting just like a wife 
telling her husband to take a friend home.” 
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“She’s not my wife," \fike said hotly. “It was my 
idea to take you home.” 

“Was it? She suggested it, then insisted on it when I 
refused.” 

“You knew I was going to take you home,” Mike said. 

“No,” Alice smd. "I didn’t know. I don’t know any¬ 
thing for sure any more.” 

He reached out, took her by the shoulders and shook 
her angrily, “Stop thatl” he shouted. “Cut it out right 
now." He let go of her, instantly ashamed. ‘Tm sorry.” 

She leaned against him, her head on his shoulder and 
said, “I’m sorry, too, Mike. I don’t want to fight with 
you.” 

“We won’t fight,” he said, holding her close to him. 

“I’m just so afraid.” 

“Afraid of what?” 

“That she’s going to take you away from me.” 

He didn’t answer her. Instead, be cupped his hand 
her chin and Ulted her head back and kissed her 
full on the lips. 

She kissed him back and clung to him. 

“It’s late,” he murmured into her eat. 

“Don’t go, Mike,” 

“What?” 

“Don’t go. Stay here with me." Her face was again 
pressed to his shoulder, her voice muffled by his clothing. 

“You want me to stay, Alice?” 

“Yes. Yes, Mike, I do.” 

“AD right**’ He let go of her, stood back and looked at 
her. 

She smDed up at him, her eyes moist “Nobody is 
going to take you away from me, Mike. Not ever. FD see 
to that.” 

“No more of that kind of talk,” he said quickly. 

“Nobody,” she repeated, and he sUenced her by kiss- 
ing her again. 
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When be let go of her, she asked, “How about a 
drink?’* 

“Sure.” 

She made him a rye on the rocks and one for herself. 
She clicked glasses him, and said, ‘To us.” 

“To us,” Mike repeated. He took a sip of his drink. 

When he lowered his glass, he saw that Alice still bad 
hers to his lips. She finished over half the glass in one 
long gulp, blinked and struggled to catch her breath. 

‘Taste good?” Mike asked, trying to keep from smiling. 

“Uh-huh,” Alice said. 

“Since ^en did you become so fond of rye?” Mike said, 

“Since right now,” she said firmly and lifted the 
in salute to him and held h to her mouth again She 
tried hard, but started to choke and Mike, laughing, 
took the glass from her and put it on the table. 

“Easy now,” he said, slapping her on the back. 

She caught her breath and said, “All right. So I cant 
drink.” 

“Then why did you try h?” 

“Because I wanted to.” 

“Oh?” 

“Don’t laugh at me, hfike." 

“I’m not,” he told her, “Feel okay now?” 

“Of course." 

“Good.” He took another sip. “It tastes better when 
you dont gulp it” 

She nodded, sat down on the couch and looked up at 
him, studying him. He looked away and finished his drink 
quickly. 

She patted the couch beside her. *t!k)me sit down,” she 
said in a low voice. 

He sat beside her and she kept gazing at him as 
though trying to memorize his features. Then, without 
a word, she slipped her arms around his neck, leaned for- 
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ward and placed her mouth squarely on his, kissing him 
wth an intensity he had never known in her before. 

After a while he pulled away from her and whistled 
softly. *That rye is having a powerful effect on you.” 

“It’s not the liquor,” she said. “It’s you.” She kissed 
him again, almost tal^g his breath away. 

“Take it easy,” he said. 

She smiled at him. “Why? Don’t you like it?” 

“Sure—" he said lamely and could not think of what 
to say next. 

“Then don’t complain,” She leaned against him, 
pressed herself to him. "Hold me, Mike. Hold me 

He put his arms around her and she kissed him quickly 
on Us lips, cheek and eyes, her hands moving over his 
shoulders, up his neck and through his hair. 

He held on to her tightly, puzzled at her behavior. Alice 
had always been warm and affectionate, but never as 
fiercely possessive and excited as she was now. He failed 
to understand her. 

“Alice—” he began, but she kept him from saying 
more by kissing birn full on the mouth, her lips parted 
wide, her tongue darting. 

She broke away finally, then moved back along the 
couch and swung her feet up so her calves were resting 
on his thighs. 

“Take my shoes off, Mike,” she said. 

He was even more puzzled, but reached down, slipped 
off her shoes and let them drop to the floor. 

“Now the stockings,” she said. 

Mike stared at her. 

“Take my clothes off, Mike. All of them.” 

“What” 

“Undress me, Mike.” 

“Why?” 

“Why not? Don't you want to?" 

“I—we—" he said, and stopped. 
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“Yes, Mike?” 

“We’ve never done that before,” be said awkwardly. 

“I want you to now, Mike,” she said softly. 

He swallowed hard and she smiled, reached down, 
her legs still across his lap, and flipped her skirt back 
over her thighs. 

“Come on, Mike,” she said. “The stockings now.” 

He reached out a tentative hand and she took it and 
guided it to her garter. He unfastened one garter, then 
the other, then placed both hands on her thigh and slow¬ 
ly slipped down her stockings, letting his palms move 
lightly on the softness of her leg. He did the same thing 
with the other stocking. 

She swung her legs off his lap, leaving her skirt where 
it was around her thighs. She was wearing a white blouse. 

She turned to face him and said, “Now the blouse.” 

His fingers were none too steady as they moved from 
one button to the next She smiled at him and arched her 
body forward. 

He slipped the blouse from her shoulders. She wore a 
pure white bra underneath. He let the blouse drop from 
his hands, and it fell to the floor on top of the shoes and 
stockings. 

Alice got up from the couch and stood in front of him 
while be sat with his hands on his knees. She turned side¬ 
ways to him and motioned to the zipper on her skirt. He 
reached up, pulled down the zipper and unbuttoned the 
one button at her waist The. skirt fell to her ankles and 
she stepped out of it leaving it on the floor. She was 
wearing a white half-slip. 

She sat down on the couch again, her back to him, 
and said, “Unhook the bra." 

He used both hands to unhook the bra. She made no 
move to remove the bra herself, and he slipped it down 
from her shoulders and off her arms. 
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She stood up, facing him as he sat there, sliding in 
front of him, letting him have his fin of her nudiQf. 

“The slip now, Mike,” she said softly. 

He reached out, slid the slip down over the gentle 
curve of her body, moving his hands from her hips down 
the full length of her legs. 

When the slip was around her ankles she stepped out 

(rf it . . T-u 

He needed no more instructions from here on. The 

panties and the garter belt were all that was left now and, 
while she stood motionless in front of him, he removed 
them quickly and with no fumbling. 

She knelt down in front of him. “Now it’s your turn.” 
She undid his shoelaces and took off his shoes. He 
looked down at her, the red hair falling forward over 
her face, the lights of the room gleaming softly on the 
curve of her back and hips as she knelt before him. 

She straightened up and reached for his shirt, and he 
took her hands in his and said, “I can do the rest myself. 

She remained where she was, kneeling on the floor, 
and smiled up at him as he hastfly got out of his clothes. 

When he had finished, she got to her feet and put her 
arms around his neck. She pressed herself close to him, 
arching her body against his. 

He put one arm around her waist, the other arm around 
her shoulders and kissed her. She clung to him, and the 
warmth of her body seemed to flow from her arms and 
breasts and thighs directly into him, spreading throu^ 
him like a warm, slow fire. 

“Nobody,” she whispered in his ear, “is going to take 

you from me,” 

Now he understood. 

Now he knew the reasons for her action. 

She was fighting for him, fighting with the only weapon 
she had—herself. A wave of pity for her swept over him 
as he realized that, in her fear of losing him, she was 
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de^rately trying to win him with her body alone. He 
was suddenly filled with a deep compassion and held her 

even closer to him- 

“Make love to me, Mike,** she said huskily. “Do it 
right now.” 

And, in a sudden spasm of emotion, he pulled her 
roughly to the couch, covering her body with his, while 
she clutched at him and whispered, almost to 
body,.. nobody but me.. 


Ten 

HE saw Ju^ at the Chronicle the next morning, but 
managed to avoid her until almost lunch F inall y 
she cornered him in a hallway. 

“Hi,” he said. 

“You look tired," Judy said. 

He shrugged. 

“Do you feel aU right?” 

“Sure. Why shouldn’t I?" 

“I didn’t hear you come in last night. Mike. When 
did you get in?” 

“Are you keeping track of me, JudyT he said, with 
real aiino3^ancc in his voice* 

“No. I was just wondering.” 

“What I do after working hours is my own business.” 
“I know, Mike. I didn’t mean to pry. I’m sorry.” 

“Stop acting like a wife,” he told her. 

“I said I was sorry.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s drop it now.” 

"Sure, Mike. Whatever you say.” 
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He started to move away £rom ber, but she put her 
hand cm his am and stoi^)ed him. “1 did it last night,” 
she said. 

“Did what?” 

“Stayed alone all ni^t—and didn’t touch a drop.” 

“That’s good," he said. 

“It wasn’t easy, but I did it anyhow,” she smd proudly. 
“And it was even harder because I was worried.” 

“Worried about what?” 

She bit her lip. “Nothing," ^e sdd quickly. “Nothing 
important” She looked away, then turned back to him, 
evidently anxious to change the subject “We should talk 
over the other interviews, Mike.” 

“Later,” be said. “Pm busy right now.” 

“AD ri^t,” she said, looking thoughtful for a moment 
Then she added, “Haw’d your pictures of Martha turn 
out?” 

“Haven’t developed them yet" 

“Do you think ie interview went all right?” 

“Sure it did," be said. 

Jody was apparently running out of small talk. She 
Bcked her lips, then said hastily. “Alke is very pretQr.” 

“Uh-huh," I^e said. 

“I think she’s serious about yon, Mike." 

Mike said nothing, just looked past her at the wall be* 
hind her. 

“Mike,” Judy asked softly, “is eveiytbing stQl aQ ri^t 
—^with us?” 

“Everything’s fine," he said thickly, “Eveiything’s just 
fine with everybody.” 

She looked at him sadly, her lips pressed together, then 
said, “I’D see you later.” 

She turned and walked away. 

He watched her striding down the baU and could fed 
a knot starting to form in his stcmiacb. 

Well, he thought, Pve done it again. 
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rm getdog to be a very adept liar. 

I’m getting to be one of the best damn liars I ever 
knew. 


Eleven 

MIKE had a hunch something was wrong. There was noth* 
ing be could put his fingers on, but when Chailie Barrett 
sent for him during the third week of interviews, Mike 
was sure his hunch was right 

He eased his way into Charlie’s crowded little cubicle 
and slouched down in the chair in the comer, Charlie 
had a group of Mike’s photos spread out in front of him 
on the desk, and be looked up briefly when Mike en¬ 
tered, then went back to studying the pictures. 

Finally he raised his head, chewed on the stub of the 
cigar in his mouth and said, “Got about another week to 
go on the series, rig^t, Mike?” 

“Just about,” Mike said. 

Charlie grunted and looked down at the photos in front 
of him. “Some pretty good shots here, Mike.” 

“Thanks,” Mike said. 

“You've seen Judy’s copy?” 

Mike nodded. 

“Some pretty good stuff there, too,” Charlie said, 

“I know,” Mike said. 

Charlie chewed some more on his cigar. At last he said, 
“Judy’s got an offer from one of the top women’s maga¬ 
zines. They want her to do a series of similar articles for 
them, interviewing beautiful women all over the country.” 

Mike sat up strai^t in the chair and gave a low whis- 
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tie. “That’s good,” he said. “That’s teal good.” He thou^t 
for a momeot, then said, “Judy didn’t tell me anything 
about it” 

“She didn’t know herself until just now,” Oiarlje said. 
“I told her about it only a few minutes ago.” 

“The offer came through you?” Mike asked. 

Indirectly. The magazine editor had heard Jody was 
back on the Chronicle and working on this particular as¬ 
signment and asked to see some of her copy. I sent him 
some of the interviews Judy had written up.” 

“They liked them, huh?” Mike said. 

Charlie nodded. “They called me this morning and 
asked if I'd approve a leave of absence for Judy after 
she fimshes the series for the Chronicle so she start 
on their project. Judy’s on her way to see the ma gaTim. 
editor now.” 

“You approved the leave of absence?” MOce asked. 

“Of course. It’s a fine opportunity for her.” 

“Yes, it is,” Mike agreed. 

Charlie shuffled through the photos on his d^k and 
said, “I sent them some of your pictures along with Judy’s 
copy,” 

h^e nodded and waited. 

Charlie shook his head. 

“They didn't like them?” Mike asked. 

‘They liked them,” Charlie said, “but not enough. 
They want to use their own photographer for the articles 
Judy will write for them.” Charlie was silent for a mo¬ 
ment, then said, “I’m sorry,” 

“That’s the way it goes,” Mike said. 

“These are still good pictures,” Charlie said stubbornly, 
waving his hand over tus desk. 

“Sure,” Mike said. 

“I mean it, Mike. In my judgment, there are 
damn good pictures here.” 

“You’re a newspaper editor,” Mike said. 
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“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“You’re judging the pictures for use in a newspaper, 
not in a magaTine." 

“So?” 

“So your judgment is fine for the paper. But you re 
not editing a maga^.” 

“Are you trying to tell me my judpneofs no good?” 

Mike si^ed. “Look, Charlie,” he said, “f m not trying 
to make the grade as a press photographer. I already am 
one. I’m trying to crash the big*time markets—and when 
a top magazine editor decides my work isn’t good enou^i, 
it means I'm not making the grade in that field. 

“It’s only one man’s opinion,” Charlie said. 

“Uh-huh.” Mike’s voice was heavy with sarcasm and 
disappointment 

“It could even be politics,” Charlie said. “Maybe they 
feel it’s good policy to stick to their own photographers.” 

“Maybe,” Mike said, the sarcasm even stronger now. 

Charlie glanced at him sharply. “You want to cry on 
my shoulder, Mike?” 

“Go to hell,” Mike said, grinning in spite of himse^ 

Charlie grinned back and Mike got up frcmi the chair. 
“There’ll be other chances,” Charlie said. 

Mike nodded. 

“Meanwhile, you still work for the Chrorwle" Charlie 
said gruffly. “Let’s get at it” 

“Okay, boss.” Still grinning, Mike made his way out of 
the cubicle. 

Outside, the grin faded from his face. Sure, there 
might be other chances, he thought, but it was the first 
one that counted. Word would get around now, Judy’s 
copy had been good enough to get her a magazine as¬ 
signment, but his pictures—the pictures taken to sup¬ 
port Judy’s writing—had not been. His work would be 
categorized—news photos only. 

He sat at his desk without moving for a long while. 
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Then he shook his head and plunged into his work, 
forcing himself to keep busy. Activity helped—but not 
much. 

Judy came back in about an hour. She hurried over to 
his desk her eyes shining. 

“Charlie told me,” Mike said before she had a chance 
to say anything to him. “You g(^ die job?” 

Judy nodded, smiling. 

“Congratulations,” Mike said. 

The smile left Judy's face. “I tried to talk them into 
using you as the photographer, Mike. I told them I work 
much better with you—but h was no use.” 

“Don’t do me any favors.” 

“I was only trying to help,” Jwly said. “They liked 
your pictures, but they said they’d rather work with a 
photographer they already knew.” 

“I don’t need you going to bat for me," Mike said. 
“I’ll make it on my own or not at all.” 

“Don’t be stubborn, Mike. Everybody can use some 
help some of the time. I tried to help you today but I 
couldn’t. Pm sorry.” 

“I don’t want your help,” Mike said flatly, 

“Please, Mike,” Judy said softly, “Don’t take it out 
on me.” 

“All right, all right,” he said wearily. “Let’s drop it. 
Let’s drop it right now.” 

Judy nodded. After a moment she said, “We’ve got an¬ 
other interview today.” 

“I know,” Mike said, “Let’s get going." He started 
gathering up his equipment 

Judy watched him in silence, then followed hbn out of 
the office. 

On the way to the interview, Mike was quiet and 
avoided looking at Judy. They taxied crosstown. 

Judy finally broke the silence. “This Ellen Towers," 
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she said, 'The one we’re iaterviewing today, what’s she 
like?” 

“I don’t know,” Mike said. T never met her before,” 

“Well, what does she do?” 

“She’s a would-be actress, a bit player.” 

“Anything special about her?” 

“She’s supposed to have a forty-five inch bust” 

“That’s a big girl,” Judy said. 

“Maybe exaggerated." 

“How did we get her name?” 

“Charlie Barrett was told to include her in the inter¬ 
views.” 

“Who told him that?" 

“The publisher of the Chronicle" 

“I don’t get it, Mike." 

Mike turned from the window and faced her. “It’s the 
old story,” he said. “Ellen Towers has a very rich and 
very influential friend, some big shot stock broker who 
keeps her in furs and chocolates.” 

“So that’s it," Judy said, 

“Yes, that’s it EUen’s friend spoke to the publisher, the 
publisher passed the word on to Charlie, and Charlie has 
passed the buck to us.” 

“I don’t like that, Mike," Judy said indignantly, “It’s 
not ri^t to force us to include her in a series dealing 
with domesticity.” 

“We aren’t being forced to do anything,” Mike said. 
“Charlie said to interview her and take some pictures and 
use our own judgement. If she’s any good, we use her. 
If not, she’s out. Charlie will back us up all the way.” 

“That’s different,” Judy smd. She was silent for a mo¬ 
ment, then added, “I don’t think I’m going to like her, 
though. Anyone who has to pull like she did can’t be very 
good." 

“Let’s wait and see,” Mike said. He grinned faintly 
and settled in his seat “Maybe she’s domestic as all hell,” 
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Ellen Towers was indeed a big girl. To Mike’s prac¬ 
ticed eye, there was little doubt that she did have a 
magnificent chest, whatever the actual dimensions. Her 
bosom was the most obvious thing about her when she 
opened the door for them. 

After they had introduced themselves, Ellen ushered 
them inside, walking with her shoulders back, breasts 
thrust forward. 

“Make yourselves at home,” EDen said in a high- 
pitched voice, spreading her arms out wide, and for one 
startled moment Mike thought she was going to lose her 
balance and topple forward, weighed down by her breasts. 

Mike looked around turn. The apartment was luxuri¬ 
ous. Ellen lived well, and it was evident that her stock 
broker boy friend was a very liberal lover indeed. 

Judy had apparently already made up her mind about 
Ellen, but she went through the motions of an interview 
and Mike played along. He set up hts equipment and 
took a few shots of Ellen while Judy talked to her. 

Beyond that magnificent bosom, there really was not 
much to photograph. The rest of Ellen’s figure was ordi¬ 
nary and her face had a vacant expression no amount of 
trick lighting, angle shots or retouch could correct 

Mike was debating with himself as to what camera an¬ 
gle would be the least harmful to Ellen, when Judy ex¬ 
cused herself, left Ellen sitting on the couch and walked 
over to Mike. 

“I’ve just about had it,” Judy whispered. 

Mike glanced at Ellen. She was sitting on the couch, 
primping her hair, obviously not paying any attention to 
them. 

“What are you going to do?” 

“I’m getting out of here now,” Judy said. 

“You’ve finished the interview?” 

“It was finished before we started. There’s nothing I 
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can write about her. There isa’t even a bumaa interest 
angle.** 

“Okay,” Mike said. “But it’ll be obvious to her if we 
leave so quickly.” 

“Ill leave now," Judy said. “You stay.” 

'“What?” 

“You stick around for a little while longer. Take some 
more pictures so her feelings won’t be hurt” 

“Why should I be stuck?” Mike asked, 

“Please, Mike. Let’s get out of this as ^acefuUy as we 
can,” 

h£ke thought for a momoit, then made a gesture of 
resignation. 

Judy gave him a quick smile and he busied himself 
while Judy went back to Ellen and spoke to her briefiy. 
Ellen glanced at Mike and nodded. Judy made a quick 
exit, waving to Mike as she walked out the door. 

When she had gone Mike walked over to the couch 
and Ellen said to him, “Miss Grant said you were going 
to take some more pictures.” 

“That’s right,” Mike said, pacing in front of her and 
pretending to study her. 

“That was a pretty short inerview,” Ellen said. 

Mike pretended to be deep in thought- 

“I guess Miss Grant didn't think I’d make good copy,”' 
Ellen said calmly, 

“Miss Grant and I decided that pictures would be 
more important than written copy in your case. She got 
all the basic information she needed, and I’m going to 
finish up with some extra pictures.” 

“Oh,” Ellen said. 

Mike looked at her for a moment, then said, “Hold 
that pose,” and took a quick shot of her. 

“When will the Chronicle start publishing the ser¬ 
ies?” Ellen asked. 

“In about a month, I guess,” Mike said. 
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“Do you tliink rn get a big play in the series?” B- 
len’s eyes were steady on Mike’s face. 

Mitffi shrugged. “That’s not up to me.” 

“I tiiink it is. If you and Miss Grant inrist on it, Tm 
sure the paper’s editor wiH go along with you." 

Mike looked at her, puzzled at the calm assurance in 
her voice. This was no big-chested, dumb blonde, he de¬ 
cided. Behind that vacant look worked a logical mind. 

“I can’t piai^nt ee the kind of coverage you’ll get. Miss 
Towers,” he said. 

“Call me Ellen." 

“All right—Ellen.” 

“That’s better," she said, smiling. She thrust her chest 
out even more and asked, “Do you know who my boy 
friend is?” 

Mike shook his head. 

“He pays for all this.” Ellen motioned with her arm to 
in the whole apartment. 

Mike nodded, not knowing what to say. 

“He’s a stock broker," Ellen said. 

Mike nodded again. 

“He’s got loads of money." 

“That’s nice," Mike said, ti^g to keep his voice 
matter-of-fact 

“He buys me anything I want" 

“That’s nice, too.” 

“He even bought me a Broadway producer," Ellen 
smd. “That’s how I got my bit part in the play I’m in 
now.” She gigged and added, “Do you know what his 
name is?” 

“The producer’s?” Mike asked. 

“No. My boy friend’s." 

Mike shook his bead. 

“Sampson,” Ellen said and laughed deli^tedly. 

Mike tried a tentative smile. 
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“He’s only a little over five feet tall,” Ellen said. “I 
guess that’s why he likes a big girl like me.” 

Mike shrugged his shoulders. There was no answer he 
could give that would not be offensive. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Ellen said, no longer laughing. 
“I’m not poking fun at Mr. Sampson. He’s a nice, gentle 
little guy, and he treats me real good. He doesn’t care 
what I do or whom 1 see as long as I’m here whenever he 
wants me.” 

Mike decided he had been passive long enough. “Why 
are you telling me all this, Ellen?” 

“I’m not ashamed of it, Mike.” 

“I didn’t say you should be.” 

“I live the way I want to live and I try not to hurt 
anybody.” 

“I understand,” Mike said. 

“Okay,” Ellen said. “Just as long as that’s clear to you.” 

“It’s clear,” Mike said, “but you still haven’t answered 
my question.” 

“The answer is simple, Mike. I want to make sure that 
everything is clear to you.” 

“What are you getting at?” Mike asked. 

“Just this, Mike. I know how and why you and Miss 
Grant included me in the interviews for the series.” 

“You do?” 

“Of course. I asked Mr. Sampson to do that little fa¬ 
vor for me.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh, come on now, Mike. Let’s be honest about this.” 
She cupped her breasts in her hands. “As long as these 
stay up and don’t sag and as long as my looks hold out, 
TU do all right. But after that I’ll have a rough time, 
don’t you t hink ?” 

“I don’t know,” Mike said. 

“Well, I do. That’s why I’m protecting myself now. 
That’s why I’m using Mr. Sampson to help me break into 
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Broadway and to get some publici^ tbrougb the Chron~ 
icle series. You understand?” 

Mike nodded. 

“As long as rm nice to Mr. Sampson, and as long as 
I look nice to htm, he’ll do me lots of favors—^he’U also 
do favors for people who help me, like the Broadway 
producer and the publisher of your paper.” 

Mike smiled. “You’ve got things pretty well worked 
out, haven’t you?” 

“I have to do it that way,” Ellen said simply. Thai, 
looking at him sharply, she said, “You’re a good press 
photographer, aren’t you?” 

“I guess so,” Mike said. 

“You intend to be a press photographer aH your life?” 

“No,” NBke said. 

“You want to move on up to bigger and better things?” 

“Everybody does," Mike said. 

“I’m not talking about everybody. Em talking about 
you, Mike.” She paused, looked at him shrewdly, then 
said, “You have your own studio, don’t you?” 

“You know about that?” 

“Of course. I did a litde checking on you and Miss 
Grant before you came here.” 

“You’re pretty thorough,” Mike said. 

“You want to go into business for yourself, don’t you, 
Mike? You want to become a first-class photographer rf 
beautiful women, right?” 

“That’s right” 

“Well, if I ask him nicely, Mr. Sampson will be able 
to help you a lot and he can help Miss Grant, too.” 

“If we give you big coverage in the series,” Mike 
said. 

“Exactly," Ellen said, “You understand perfectly." 

“Why didn’t you talk this over with Miss Grant?” 
Mike asked. 

“I can deal better with a man.” 
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can’t make any promises,” Mike told her. 

“I’m not asking tor any ri^t now. Just think it over, 
will you?” 

“AU right,” Mike said. “I will” 

‘Talk it over with Miss Grant, too,” Ellen said. 

Mike nodded. 

Ellen smiled at him. “This thing could he a good deal 
for both of you.” 

“Maybe,” Mike said. 

Ellen’s smile was broader now. "I like you, Mike. I 
like big men. I can be part of the deal, too. It would be 
a lot of fun for you.” 

Mike looked at her. 

“Mr. Sampson wouldn’t mind,” she said. 

“Well—” Mike said. 

“I’m not your type?” 

“It’s not that,” Mike said. 

“Forget it,” Ellen said. “No harm done. We can keep 
everything on a business basis, if you like.” She was still 
smiling. 

“Let’s finish with the pictures,” Mike said. 

“Sure,” Ellen said and Mike busied himself vrith his 
camera. He took several more shots of her, not concerned 
with camera angles any more, just anxious to finish the 
job. 

“That should do it," be said finally and started to pack 
up his equipment. 

“Don’t forget our little talk. ” 

“I won’t.” 

She held the door open for hhn, standing in the door* 
way and partially bloc^g it. He knew she was doing so 
deliberately and tried to squeeze by her, but it was im¬ 
possible to avoid contact with those magnificent breasts. 
He felt them brushing against him as he went through 
the door sideways and, even though he moved quickly, it 
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seemed to him that Ellen leaned forward just a bit more 
as he went by. 

“So long, Mike,” she said smiling. 

“’Bye,” Mike said quickly and walked rapidly down 
the halL 

He heard Ellen laugh Ughtly just before she closed the 
door. 

In his room that night, Mike decided Ellen’s deal 
would not work out as far as he and Judy were ctm- 
cemed. 

He lay quietly in the darkness, his eyes wide open, 
listening to the sounds of Judy’s deep even breathing com* 
ing through the open connecting door. Judy had gone to 
bed early, apparently exhausted. When she had asked 
him how things had gone with Ellen Towers after she 
had left, Mike had merefy said everything had gone all 
right. 

Now, in the darkness, he knew that his decision not to 
talk to Judy about Ellen’s proposition had been smart. 
Mike could have used her kind of help, but Judy definite¬ 
ly did not need it The magazine series was hers now, 
and soon she would be standing on her own two feet— 
able to grant favors rather than receive them. 

What was even more promising for her, though, was 
the fact that she was winning her fight against the bottle. 
That was the key, and it left no doubt in Mike’s mind 
that Judy was definitely on the way np. There would be 
nothing to stop her this time. 

For a fleeting second Mike thou^t of the picture of 
Judy he had in his safe at the studio. That might stop 
her. He discarded the idea instantly. Even if he could 
bring himself to use the supposedly incriminating picture, 
it would not prove a thing against Judy, not when every¬ 
one was aware that she hadn’t touched a drop. It 
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would only make hhn look jealous and vindictive, which 
is what he would be if he used the picture. ' 

Mike squimed uncomfortably in his bed as be re¬ 
membered bis return to the ChroTMle from Ellen’s 
apartment The word about Judy’s magazine offer 
was already all over the place and the speculative 
looks Mike received let him know that everyone was 
aware of what he already knew—that Judy’s writing was 
proving superior to his pictures. She was rapidly going 
up. He was standing stiU. It was the old story all over 
again. 

He thought of Ellen’s offer again, but there was no 
way he could take advantage of it Judy would have to 
agree to giving Ellen big coverage in the series and, if he 
approached her about this, she would not only refuse but 
be would be in the position of having been forced to 
ask a favor of her. He could not face the prospect 

To calm himself be tried thinking of Alice, but that 
only made it worse. He still saw Alice, still spent 
an occasional night with her and he knew Alice felt 
as strongly about him as ever. He had tried to recipro¬ 
cate, to match the depth of her feelings with equal 
warmth, but he found he could not do it. He wanted her, 
even needed her, but something deep inside him refused 
to let him put it into words. 

And Judy—it was the same with her, The open con¬ 
necting door each night made it simple for them to be 
together, but the proximity solved nothing. Despite all, 
Judy continued to excite him, to bring back again ail his 
old feeling for her, and the fact only made him more 
confused. 

Like toni^t, he thought. Tonight he would have been 
happy if she had shared his bed with him. Even now, if 
she were to awaken and come into the room and put 
her arms around him and press her warm body close to 
him, he would forget everything, forget all that had hap- 
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pened. The only thing that would exist for him then 
would be the feel of her in his anns. 

The knowledge made him more miserable. He fell 
asleep full of doubts and confusion. 


Twelve 

IT was near the end of the week, on Friday night, 

Alice found out about Judy's and his rooms adjoining. 

The series was almost completed now, and Mike had 
met Alice for dinner. The evening had been relaxed and 
quiet for both of them and, as he unlocked the door 
of his room, Mike could feel all the remaining tension in 
him slowly draining away. 

He was here now with Alice and that was all that 
mattered for the moment 

He shut the door quietly, locked it, and turned to face 
Alice. She came to him quickly, her arms going around 
his neck, her face raised to his. He kissed her lightly on 
the lips and let his arms slip easily about her waist 

She smiled up at him and said, "Alone at last” 

He grinned at her. “You’ve been planning this all eve¬ 
ning, haven’t you?” 

“Of course I have,” she said brightly. “Didn’t yon 
know that?” 

“The thought never entered my head,” he said, smiling. 

“Well think about it now.” She looked at him impishly. 

He put a solemn look on his face. “Okay, I’ve though 
about it.” 

“That was fast,” she said. 

“I’m a fast guy.” 
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Alice chuckled and said, “You don’t say. I never 
would have known that.” 

“Come here,” Mike said, and be reached for her, plac¬ 
ing both hands on her hips. 

Her lips were slightly parted, her arms starting to go 
around his neck again, when the sound of a door opening 
suddenly made her stiffen in his arms. 

Over her shoulder, Mike saw the coimecting door open 
wide and Judy step into the room. With a lurching feel¬ 
ing in the pit of his stomach, Mike realized that he had 
forgotten to lock the door that morning. 

Alice stepped away from Mike, turned to look at 
Jody, then back at Mike. Suddenly, her eyes filled with 
tears, she ran blindly across the room, wrenched open the 
hall door, and ran outside. 

Mike stood paralyzed, staring at Judy. Then be yelled 
“Alice!” and ran out into the hail 

The elevator doors were just closing. 

He stood silently in the hall, looking at the closed doors, 
feeling the muscles in his throat tighten. Finally he turned 
and went back to his room. 

Judy was still standing in the exact position in which 
he had left her. 

She let out a deep breath that was almost a sigh and 
said, “Oh, Mike, Mike. I didn’t know.” 

“You didn’t taow,” he repeated numbly. 

“I had no idea she was in here." 

“Couldn’t you hear our voices?" 

“No. You must have been speaking too low." 

“Why did you decide to come in?” 

I had fallen asleep on the bed and some nmse woke 
me up. I figured you had come back to your room and 
1 went over and tried the door. When I found it unlocked, 

1 assumed that the noise that woke me up was you 
unlocking the door. That’s why I opened h and walked 
in.” 
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“You had to walk ini” he yelled at her. “You just had 
to walk in!” 

“You left the door unlocked, Mike." 

“So what?” he shouted. “You still shouldn’t have come 
in.” Deep down, he knew he was not making sense, but 
he was too angry now to stop himself. 

“I’m sorry, Mike,” she said in a low voice. “But you 
can't really blame me for this." 

“Why not?” 

“You knew something like this was bound to happen 
if you brought Alice here too often.” 

“This was the first time,” he said, “the first time since 
you moved in.” 

“I’m sorry,” she smd again. 

“Who told you to move in next door, anyhow?” 

“You can’t blame me for that, either, Mike,” Judy said. 

“I can’t?” 

“No. You could have stopped me the first night I 
moved in. You know that.” 

He glared at her. “It was your idea in the first place. 
Now get out of here.” 

She turned and walked through the connecting door, 
shutting it quietly behind her. Mike glared at the closed 
door, dug savagely into his pocket, pulled out his key 
ring and locked the door. 

He strode to the hall door and stepped outside, slam- 
ming the door behind him . He rode down in the elevator, 
bis foce dark and brooding, his hands jammed deep into 
his pockets and, in the lobby, be strode rapidly to the 
cocktail lounge. 

He found an empty seat at the bar, said, “Rye ou the 
rocks,” to the bartender and when his drink arrived he 
slammed a ten-doUar bill on the bar, grabbed the glass 
and raised it to his lips. He swallowed the drink in two 
quick gulps and ordered another. The bartender looked at 
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him sharply for a momeat, Uieo calmly filled the glass 
again. 

Mike raised the glass again but as soon as the liquor 
went down his throat he knew drinking would not help 
him tonight. 

He would not be able to get drunk. With his stomach 
knotted as it was the only effect the liquor would have 
would be to make him good and sick. He had no wish to 
be sick. 

He only wanted to forget 

But how did you go about forgetting? How did a man 
keep himself from remembering and thinking about things 
that sickened him inside? Some men did with liquor— 
others tried women. 

Women, 

He thought about that for a while, for a long while. 
It might work. It might just woiir. A good, old-fashioned, 
rip-snorting time with a woman he did not particularly 
give a damn about might do the trick. It might even 
loosen him up enough so he could get good and drunk 
and pass out and be able to forget for a whole night 
And all the nights before. 

All ri^t, he decided, a woman. There were no unes¬ 
corted women at the bar. Two women sat alone at one of 
the tables. As he watched them, one got up and walked 
toward the ladies’ room at the rear. Mike watched her. 
She had a narrow waist, trim hips and large breasts. 

Ellen, Mike thought. Ellen Towers. She was the one. 

He pushed the glass away from him, picked up most 
of his change from the ten-dollar bill and left the cock¬ 
tail lounge. He crossed the lobby to the telephone booths 
on the far wall. In the booth, be dug Into his pocket for 
his address book. Ellen had an unlisted number, but he 
had written it down when he had made the arrangementg 
to interview her. 

He found her number and dialed it. The phone rang 
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twee, then was picked up. A lugh-pitc^*®^ voice said, 
“HeUo.” 

“Ellen?” 

“Yes. Who is this?” 

“Mike Andrews.” 

There was a soft intake of breath, then her voice came 
again, “Hi, Mike. How’ve you been?” 

“Fine,” he said automatically. “I’d like to see you. Are 
you free tonight?” 

“I might be. What’s on your mind?” 

“Lots of things.” ^ ^ 

“Well, that sounds interesting. What kind of things?” 
“Well, for one thing, that little deal you mentioned.” 
“What about it?” 

‘Td like to talk it over some more with you.” 
“Anything else?” 

“Yes,” he said. 

“What?” 

“We can talk about that when I see you.” 

“Well, that sounds even more interesting,” she said. 
There was a long pause. “Okay. You’re in luck tonight. 
Good old Mr. Sampson is out of town for the weekend." 
“Then it’s a date?” Mike asked, 

“Sure.” 

“When should I pick you up?” 

“Never mind that, Mike. You come on up here. We 
can talk more comfortably in my place.” 

“Swell,” he said. “I’ll be there in about half an hour.” 
“Mike?” 

“Yes?” 

“Bring your camera.” 

“What?” 

“Bring your camera,” she repeated. 

“What for?” 

“To take pictures, silly.” 

“Pictures?” 
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“Yes, Nfike. Fd like yoa to take s<Mne more pictoies of 
me while you're here. You doa’t minrl, do you?" 

“No,” he said, puzzled. “Of course not” 

“Rne. m wait for you.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Goodbye.” 

“’Bye, Mike.” 

He hung up the phone, stared at it then left the booth. 
He went to his studio, unlocked the door and switched 
on the lights. He selected a fast-lens 35 millimeter camera, 
loaded it switched off the lights and left 

He took a cab outside the hotel and was at Ellen’s 
apartment building in twenty minutes. She opened the 
door wearing a blue robe and hi^-heeled slippers. 

The robe was belted in the front and cut low_so low 

that he knew she was not wearing a bra. 

Her breasts looked even larger than they had before. 

She smiled and held the door open, “Come on in; 
Mike.” 

She gave him plenty of room this time and he walked 
into the apartment and waited while she shut the door 
and latched It 

He said, “I brou^t the camera.” 

That s fine, Mike,” she said. “Come on into the living 
room." 

He followed her through the foyer and into the li ving 
room. The lighting was very dim. 

“Sit down,” she said. “Relax." 

He put the camera on the coffee table and made him¬ 
self comfortable on the couch. 

“Like a drink?” she asked. 

"All ri^t,” he said. “Make it rye on the rocks, please.” 
Maybe now, he thought. Maybe now I’D get relaxed 
enough to drink. 

She mixed a drink for herself and prepared his, looking 
at him over her shoulder and smiling at him while she 
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worked. She handed him his drink, then raised her ^ss 
and said, “Make a toast, Mike.” 

“To Mr. Samp snn” Mike said, and Ellen laughed. 
“That’s perfect,” she said. “To Mr. Sampson—our mo* 
tual benefactor.” 

They both drank. The Kquor went down easily ito 
time, Mike noted with satisfaction. He took another quick 

SlD* 

‘•Well, now,” Ellen said. She perched herself on die 
couch next to him, turning so that he had a ^ 0 °* 
view of her magnificent chest "You wanted to talk? 

“This deal you mentioned,” Mike said. “I’ve been 
thinking it over.” 

*T tbou^t you would," Ellen said. 

Mike took another sip of his drink and suddenly real¬ 
ized that he had not been thinking over the deal at all. 
He had mentioned it over the phone to her and had 
started talking to her about it now out of sheer instinct. 
It was the only thing he could have used to get her to 
see hhn tonight and, since he was out on the make, he 
had automatically used the best iqipioach available. 

Well, be thought, why not think about H now? He 
lifted the and took another swallow. It could be, 
be told himself. It very well could be. After what had 
happened with Judy and Alice tomght, he might lose 
both <rf them. And with Judy’s magazine project coming 
up be would be right back holding the short end of the 
stick. All that would be left to him would be his work 
and he was getting nowhere fast with that If Mr. Samp¬ 
son could help, why not go along with it? 

“Well?” Ellen asked. 

Mike was momentarily startled. “Sony,” he said. “I 
was doing some more thinking .” 

“That’s all ri^t,” she said. “Take your time.” 

“Can Mr. Simpson really he^*?” Mike asked. 
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“He’s got money, and he’s got lots of pull in the ri^ 
places," Ellen said calmly. “Yes. He can help.” 

“And he wouldn’t mind helping me out?" 

“Not if I ask him to.” 

“He wouldn’t be jealous—or anything like that?” 

“Look, Mike,” Ellen said. “Mr. Sampson is a very un¬ 
derstanding man. I told you he doesn’t care what I do or 
wh<m I see as long as I’m here when be wants me. It’s 
as simple as that I’m nice to him. I’m real nice to him 
whenever he comes here, and he’s happy about thar an/f 
win do anything I ask him " 

“That’s a real good arrangement,” hOke ggid . 

You bet it is,” Ellen said. “And I won’t do anything 
to upset ft. You know, I even like little Mr. Sampson. He’s 
gentle and considerate and he’s really concerned mth 
my happiness. He knows that if I’m happy then he’ll be 
made happy, too. That’s why he’ll do all he can to help 
me with my career." 

“Okay,” Mike said. “I’m convinced. It’s a deal.” 

“I’ll get big coverage in the Chronicle series?” Ellen 
asked. 

“Yes, I-U see to ft.” 

“What about Miss Grant?” 

Mike thought for a moment “She doesn’t need any 
help from Mr. Sampson now and probably wouldn’t take 
it even if she did. I’m not that proud.” 

“Well Miss Grant go along with the deal?” 

“Leave that to me,” Mike said. “Judy will go along 
with what I want.” 

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you?” 

“Just leave it to me,” he said again. 

“rn do that Mike," Ellen said. 

Mike finished the rest of his drink. 

“Want a refill?” EUen asked. 

“Yeah,” Mike said. “I can use another.” 

She smiled and fi nished her own drink, then got up 
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from the couch and prepared two more drinks. She handed 
him his and sat down next to him on the couch again. 

They drank silently for a moment, then she said, “Yon 
said over the phone that there was something else on 
your mind.*’ 

“There is,” Mike said. 

“What?” 

Mike grinned at her. 

Ellen threw back her head and laughed. “You’ve 
nally decided I’m your type?” 

“I never said you weren’t,” Mike told her. 

Ellen looked at him for a long moment, then said soft¬ 
ly, “We’ll have lots of fun, Mike. You and I are going to 
have lots of fun together.” 

“That’s what I want,” Mike said, taking another swal¬ 
low of his drink. 

"And we’ll go places, too,” Ellen said. “Wth Mr. 
Sampson’s help, well really go places.” 

“1 couldn’t ask for a better deal,” Mike said and fin¬ 
ished his drink. The liquor was taking effect now. He 
could say anything he wanted to without even thinking 
about it. He could say just the right things to get what 
he wanted and not give a damn about telling the truth. 
He felt reckless, but in complete control of himself. 

“Mike,” Ellen said, her face serious, “you don’t mind 
our talking about Mr. Sampson, do you?” 

“No. Why should I?” 

“Well, I guess some men might not like me talking 
about another man while they were with me—especially 
with the kind of arrangement I have with Mr. Sampson.” 

“If you don’t mind talking about him I certainly don’t,” 
Mike said, then added: “Mr. Sampson is my friend, too, 
when you come right down to it.” 

That’s it, he thought. Come up with just the right an¬ 
swers all the time. Good bay! 

Ellen smiled, finished her drink and put the glass down 
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on the coffee table next to his camera, hGke looked at 
the camera. 

“What about those pictures you wanted me to take?” 

“Oh, yes,” EUen said. “I want some for Mr. Sampson.” 

“I could give you some 1 took during the interview,” 
Mike said. 

“No. Not those,” Ellen said. “I want some special pic* 
tures for Mr. Sampson.” 

“Special? What kind?” 

“Ill show you.” Eilen stood up, unbelted the robe and 
took it off. She was wearing only a pair of blue panties 
underneath and her uncovered breasts stood out in all 
their magnificence. 

Mike looked at them and swallowed hard. 

“Uke them?” Ellen asked. 

Mike managed a low whistle. 

“Mr. Sampson is crazy about them,” EUen said. “I 
want him to have some pictures of me like this so he can 
look at them all the time, even when he’s not with me.” 

Mike reached for his camera. “Okay,” be said. He 
looked about him. “You want to take the pictures in 
here?” 

“That’s right," EDen said. 

“Better turn up some of the li^ts,” hfike told her. “This 
camera has a real fast lens, but we can use all the light 
we can get” 

He watched her as she moved about the room and 
turned up the li|^ts. She carried herself proudly, conscious 
of the fact that be was looking at her breasts. 

“Ready?” he asked. 

“Ready,” she said. 

“Got any special poses in mind?” 

“You’re the photographer,” she said. “You pose me.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Sit on the arm of the couch.” 

She did as be told her. 
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Turn a little,” he said, looking at the lighting in the 
room. 

“Which way?” 

He motioned and she turned. 

“That’s not quite right,” he said and walked over to 
her. He put his hands on her arms and turned her a bit 
more. The dps of her breasts brushed against his fore* 
anns when she moved. 

“Just a little more,” he said. He reached down, placed 
both hands on the smooth nylon of her panties and twisted 
her hips around to the position he wanted. 

She looked down at Us bands on her and smiled. “1 
like being posed this way,” she said. 

Mike smiled back at her. “Quiet, I’m working now.” 

“Oh,” she said, smiling even more. “Nice work." 

Mike stepped back, raised the camera and looked 
throu^ the viewfinder. 

“Lean back,” he said. “Rest one arm along the back 
of the couch.” 

She leaned back and placed her arm along the couch 
as he had directed her. The effect was perfect She was 
in a relaxed pose, but the outstretched arm lifted her 
breasts just the ri^t amount. 

()S.| Miks snapped the shutter. “Okay," he said, advancing 
' the film. “I got that one from the v^st up.” 

“That’s the way I want them,” Ellen said. 

“Okay,” Mike said, “we’ll try a few more.” 

Ek took several more shots, posing Ellen on the couch, 
on a chair, kneeling on the rug, leaning over the coffee 
table with her breasts almost touching the top of the table. 

Ellen posed willingly, but seemed unable to follow his 
directions and Mike had to use his hands over and over 
again to position her properly. Each time he touched her, 


she smil ed. 

“You’re doing this on purpose,” he said mice, 
“Maybe,” she said. “Got any objections?” 
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“No,” he said. "None at aU.” 

“We’re going to have lots of fun, Mike,” she said. "1 
can see that right now.” 

“I’m looking forward to it,” he said, grinning. 

“You won’t be disappointed," she told him. 

Mike finished the roll of film, taking pictures of Ellen 
from every possible angle. When he was done, he know 
every line of her body. 

“That does it," he said. 

“Will the pictures come out all right?” she asked. 

“Sure, but they’d be much better if we took them in the 
studio where 1 could have proper lighting.” 

“It’s better this way,” she said. “Mr. Sampson can find 
all the carefully-posed, artistic pictures he wants in the 
girlie magazines. I want to have pictures of me in a 
familiar setting.” 

“That’s what he’ll get, then,” Mike said. 

“Well,” Ellen said, “that takes care of the business end 
of the evening.” 

“So it does,” Mike said. 

“Let’s have another drink, Mike.” 

“Sure.” 

She prepared the drinks. “Drink up,” she said. 

They clinked glasses, and he swallowed his drink in one 
long giilp. She took a little longer with hers. 

“Now let’s have some fun,” she said, putting her glass 
down. 

“That’s for me,” he said, putting his glass down next 
to hers. 

He watched her while she walked around the room 
and turned down the lights until the room was back to 
its original state of dimn ess. She had not bothered put¬ 
ting on her robe after the pictures had been taken. 

She came back to him, smiled, then kicked off her 
slippers and, in one swift motion, slipped off the blue 
panties. 
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She looked at him. ‘*You can’t have mudi fun like that, 
Mike,” she said. 

“Like what?" 

“You’ve still got all your clothes on.” 

He grinned at her. “Give me a few minutes.” 

“Make it fast,” she said. “I’ll be waiting in there." She 
pointed to the bedroom door and walked toward it 

He watched her walking with her bead erect and her 
shoulders back, and he licked his lips and swallowed 
hard. Then be quickly poured himself another straight 
shot and downed it The liquor was burning in his throat 
as he yanked at his tie but by the time he had finished 
with his clothes, the burning sensation was gone and the 
liquor felt warm and exciting inside him. 

He walked into the bedroom. There was one ihm lamp 
burning on a vanity. Its light did not carry veiy far. The 
rest of the room was invitingly darkened. 

Ellen bad removed the tedspread, turned down the 
covers and ^s propped on one elbow on the bed. 

She looked at him as he came in and said, “Cmne here, 
Mike. Make yourself at home.” She patted ^e bed beside 
her. 

‘T intend to.” 

He barely had time to settle himself before her arms 
went around him, and she was lifting her face to his. Her 
kiss was slow, deep, and drawn out. He could feel her 
breasts pressing against his bare chest. 

When they broke apart, his arms brushed against the 
sides of her breasts, and she chuckled and said, “You’D 
have to leant to navigate around them, Mike." 

“It’D be a pleasure,” he said. 

She raised herself up and looked down at her breasts 
solemnly. “You think diey’re beautiful, Mike?” she asked. 

“Definitely,” he said. 

“They’re the best thing I have to offer,” she said with 
a touch of awe in her voice, as though she were grateful 
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for this one impressive gift that had been bestowed on her. 

“They’ll do.” Mike grinned at her. 

“Mr. Sampson just loves them,” she said proudly. 

“I can see why,” Mike said. 

“He's always holding them," she said. “He likes to fall 
asleep on them.” 

Mike said nothing. 

“Look at them,” Ellen said. 

“I’ve been looking at them aU evening," Mike said. 

“Touch them, Mike. Feel how firm they axe." 

She took his hand in hers and placed it on her breasts. 
He moved his hand over them, touching the soft, snoooth 
skin gently, letting his fingers barely caress the nippies. 
He felt a sudden sense of pity for her, for this girl who had 
nothing much to offer other than her magnificent breasts, 
who virtually had to beg a man to admire them so she 
could be assured of their beauty and thus keep some 
semblance of confidence in herself. 

He leaned down and kissed her breasts and felt her 
draw in her breath sharply. 

“Oh—Mike,” she said. 

He kissed her breasts again, covering the nipples mth 
his mouth, and her boify moved convulsively. 

She pulled his bead down on her breasts and iriiispered, 
“1 need you, Mike. I need someone like you.” 

“I need someone like you, tero—tonight.” 

He fondled her breasts and tried to keep from tbinVing 
of Alice and Judy and what be had done to them and 
what he was now doing to Ellen by using her like this. 

“Love me, Mike,” she whispered. “Be strong. Be rough 
with me.” 

She switched off the last light in the room. 

He drew her to him savagely, venting his anger at him¬ 
self on her body. He was rough with her, rougher than 
he had ever been with a woman before. 
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“Mike—MDce—Mike,” she said, her voice a frenzied 
moan in the darkness. 

She pressed her body to him frantically, and be took 
her with a fury that was directed at himself more than at 
her, cursing htoiself inwardly for what he was doing, feel¬ 
ing nothing but the desire to purge himself on her body. 

Ellen loved every minute of it. 


Thirteen 

HE left Ellen after breakfast, left her happy and pleased 
and full of plans for both them. As he rode back 
to his hotel he knew that, if he went along with her 
and accepted help from her Mi. Sampson, there would be 
no road back for him. Ellen had de&dtely included him in 
her personal plans. If he dropped her, Sampson would 
drop his help. 

Well, he thought, it would not be for too long. With 
just a little of the kind of help Mr. Sampson could give 
him, he would be able to be completely on bis own. Then 
be could gently rid hims elf of Ellen. Dropping her would 
not be pleasant, he knew, but the main injury would be 
to her pride. Good old Mr. Sampson would still be there 
to take care her and to fall asleep on her breasts. 

He wondered for a moment just when he had reached 
the decision to go along with Ellen's offer and realized U 
had happened. He had never had to decide at alL Things 
had just worked out that way, and now that the die had 
been cast, he was going to stick to it. 

In his room, he cleaned up, knocked on the connecting 
door. 
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“Judy ” he called. 

There was the sound of movement in the next room, 
then her mufSed voice, “Mike?” 

“Yeah. Can I come in?” 

“Of course, Mike. Come on.” 

He unlocked the door and walked into her room. She 
was standing in the center of the room waiting for him. 
“You all right?” he asked. 

She nodded. “How about you?” 

“I’m okay," he said. 

“Have you seen Alice?” 

“No. Not yet.” 

“I’m sorry about last night, Mike.” 

“Forget it," he said. “As you said, it wasn’t your fault” 
“Do you want me to move out, Mike?” 

“There’d be no point to that now,” he said. 

“I didn’t mean that Mike. I’m talking about Alice’s 
finding out 1 bad the next room.” 

“What did you mean then?” 

“I’m asking you—do you want me to stay or to go." 
“Stay, Judy,” he said. 

“I will, M&e. As long as you want me to.” 

“Okay. Let’s not talk about last night any more.” 

“All right, Mike.” 

He paced the room for a while, then decided he might 
as well come right out with it “I saw Ellen Towers last 
night” he said. 

“Whom?” 

“Ellen Towers—the girl we intendewed this week." 
“Oh. The one with the forty-five inches.” 

“Yeah. That’s her. 1 still haven't measured her, though.” 
“What did you see her for?” 

“We talked.” 

“Just talked?” 

“That’s all,” be said, no longer surprised at how quickly 
and easily the lies came now. 
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“What did you talk about?” 

“Remember when you left me there to take irictures of 
her?” 

“Yes, I remember ” 

“Well, she made me an offer then.” 

“What kind of offer.” 

He licked his lips, then started talking. He told her 
about Mr. Sampson and the arrangement he had with 
Ellen. He told her everything except what he and EUen 
had done last night, everything but the fact that, if the 
deal went through, Ellen would expect him to make rough 
love to her on a very frequent basis. 

When he had finished, Judy shook her head and said, 
“I’m sorry, Mike.” 

“What does that mean?” he asked. 

“It means we can’t take her up on her offer.” 

“Who said anything about our tak i ng up her offer. You 
don’t need help. You wouldn’t want to take it from Mr. 
Sampson anyhow.” 

“No. I wouldn’t do that,” Judy agreed. 

“Well, then,” Mike said. “I’m the only one who can 
use his help. Why shouldn’t I accept it?” 

“In return for giving Ellen a big play in the series?” 

“That’s right” 

“You want to jeopardize the whole series by putting 
her in it?" 

“It wouldn’t be that bad, Judy.” 

“You know it would,” she said firmly. 

“I don’t think so,” he said just as firmly. “It’s worth 
giving it a try. It’s worth it to me.” 

“But not to me, Mike. The series is too important” 

“Wen, I say we do it” 

She looked at him for a long moment, then shook her 
head a gain- ‘Tm afraid it’s no use, Mike. FU go along 
with you if it means that much to you, but it’s too late 
now.” 
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“Too late?” 

“Yes. When I got back from the interview with her, 
Charlie asked me how it bad gone. 1 told him about Ellen 
and that I was sure she wouldn’t do and be spoke to the 
publisher about it.” She paused for a moment, then went 
on. “Charlie was told to forget about it, that the quality 
of the series was more important than doing favors for 
Ellen’s friend.” 

Mike was silent while be let aU this sink in. 

“So, you see,” Judy said, “we couldn’t put her in the 
series now. It would be too obvious. Charlie would smpn 
something suspicious right away.” 

Mike stared at her, and Judy said, “Pm sorry, Mike.” 

He was silent for a moment, then shrugged. “I guess 
that’s that.” 

“Maybe it’s for the best,” she said. “I don’t thinV you 
would have been too happy taking help like that. You 
want to get ahead on your own, don't you?” 

“Pm not doing so hot on my own right now,” he said. 

“Your turn will come, Mike.” 

“You mean I’ll get a magazine offer like you did?” 

“Maybe. Maybe something even better.” 

“Sure,” he said. 

She moved closer to him and looked up at him. “Do 
you want me to turn down the magariiwi offer, Mike?” 

“Why sbouid you do that?” 

“It might make you feel better,” 

“What’s the matter, you think Pm jealous of your suc¬ 
cess?” 

“I didn’t say that, Mike.” 

“But you meant it that way.” 

“No, I didn’t. I just want you to be happy. If my giving 
up the maga 2 dne series and continuing to work with you 
on the Chronicle will make you feel better. I’ll be glad to 
do it.” 

“I guess you would,” Mike said. “You really would.” 
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“Yes, Mike. I haw faith in you.** 

“I don’t want you to go out on any limbs. You won’t 
make me feel any better, and I’m not going to be the cause 
of you giving up any opportunities. You got that straight?’’ 

“All right, Mike,” she said quietly. “I just wanted to 
let you know how I felt” 

Mike grunted, then said, “How are you doing with the 
drinking?” The words slipped out before he was even 
aware of them, and be knew they came from some deeply 
subconscious desire to lash out at Judy, to hurt her in 
some way and thus relieve his own inner hurt. 

“So far so good, Mike,” Judy said calmly. “After what 
happened with Alice last night, I almost lost contrtd of 
myself, but 1 hung on. 1 took a couple of sleeping pills, 
and that helped a lot.” 

“That’s fine,” Mike said. “You’ll make ft.” 

“With your help, I wiU.” 

“Looks like you don’t need me any more.” 

“Stop talking like that, Mike.” 

“All right,” he said. “Forget ft.” 

“Have you got anything planned for today?” 

“Just what I do almost every Saturday—work in the 
studio.” 

“Need helpr 

“No, thanks.” 

“Win I see you tonight?” Judy asked. 

“I don’t know,” Mike said. 

“AU right,” she said. “I’ll be here if you want me.” 

He nodded, went back to his own room, locked die 
connecting door behind him. He lay back on the bed and 
smoked a cigarette and, when it was finished, sighed, got 
up and went down to his studio. 

He set to work on the pictures he had taken of Ellen 
the night before. He worked steadily and, when he had 
them finished and ready, he took a good look at all of 
them. They had all turned out well, especially consider- 
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ing the lack of proper lighting and other studio facilities. 

He put the picTOres and the negatives in an envelope, 
addressed them to Ellen, sealed and stamped the en¬ 
velope. He left the studio, dropped the envelope in the 
i paii box in the hotel lobby, went back to the studio and 
dialed Ellen’s number. 

When she answered the phone, he said, “Hi, this is 
Mike.” 

“Hi,” she said cheerfully. 

“I talked to Judy about the deal we discussed,” be said, 

“And?” 

“She was willing to go along with it,” he said, “but I’m 
afraid we can’t do it” 

“Why not?” 

“The publisher of the ChromcU hims elf turned thumbs 
down.” 

“CMi,” she said, and then there was silence on the 
phone. 

‘Tm stHty,” Mike said. 

“Tell me something, Mike," Ellen said, and there was 
just a trace of sadness in her voice. “When did you find 
out about the publisher’s decision?" 

“Just now,” Mike said. “If I had known about H be¬ 
fore, I never would have approached you and accepted 
the deal.” 

“I hope so, Mike. I'd bate to think you’d used me like 
that." 

“You know I wouldn’t do that,” he said. 

There was a long silence, dien she said, “I believe you, 
Mike.” 

“About last ni^t—” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“Tve just mailed you the pictures. They all came out 
pretty well.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Tm sorry,” Mike said again. “I really am.” 

122 


“It’s all rigbt,” she said. “No real harm has been done.” 

“It would have been nice if things could have worked 
out the way we planned,” be said. 

“Yes, It would have i»en nice.” There was a long 
pause. Finally Ellen asked, “Will I see you again, Mike?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Sure.” 

“Don't lie to me, Mike.” 

“Who’s lying?” 

“You are?” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“You’re mailing the pictures to me,” she said quietly. 
“You’re getting them oS your hands right away because 
you have no intention of brin^g them to me yourself or 
ever seeing me again.” 

Mike tried to say something, but was unable to find 
the right words. 

“Goodbye, Mike,” Ellen said and hung up. 

Mike studied the silent receiver in his hand, then care¬ 
fully replaced.lt 

That's another one, be thought. One more person I've 
let down. My record is getting better all the time. 

He left the studio, went out to the street and into the 
liquor store on the comer. He bought a fifth of rye and 
brought it back to the studio with him. He opened the bot¬ 
tle and took a long pull from its neck. He set the bottle 
back on the table and stared at it 

The phone rang. He let it ring until h stopped. 

He picked up the botde and took another smg, then 
put the cap back on the bottle and got up and strode out 
of the stu^o, out of the hotel. He waik^ aimlessly, not 
aware of the (firection he was taking. 

He thought of Ellen, of ludy, of Alice. He cared about 
EUen only as another hiunan being he had let down, but 
he knew there was nothing he could do about her now. 
As for Judy—she was willing to give up her big chance 
just for him. He would not let her do that, of course. But 
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what could he expect from their association in the future? 
They had both hurt each other—could a patched-up re^ 
lationship ever become permanently satisfactory? 

And Alice. After last night, what could she expect 
from him? If she bad any sense, she would stay away 
from him for good now. 

He stopped at a luncheonette and had a couple of bam* 
burgers and a cup of coffee. He walked back to his studio, 
back to the bottle sitting on the table. 

He walked 8lowly> and by the time he got back it was 
late afternoon. He switched on the lights, sat down at the 
table iu>d pkfked up the bottle. He took the cap oS and 
put the bottle to his lips. The whiskey went down smooth¬ 
ly. There was no chance of him getting sick this time, he 
Imew. He was no longer tied up in knots. He was empty 
of all feeling, wanting nothing more than the welcome 
oblivion that would be his when the bottle was empty. 

The phone rang. He took another drink and let it keq> 
ringing. Finally it stopped. 

He thought about the series for the Chronicle, It was 
almost finished, and all the high hopes he had entertained 
regarding it were dead. 

Mr. Sampson was dead, too, he thought, and chuckled 
at his own joke. Good old Mr. Sampson was as good as 
dead as far as good old Mike was concerned. Opportuni¬ 
ties like Ellen and Sampson did not come along twice. Not 
to guys like Mike. 

The phone rang again. 

“Go to hell,” he said out loud to tim phone. 

The bottle was half empty now. Mike si^ed, feeling 
that he was rapidly losing his best friend. He felt sorry for 
the dying bottle, but took a short sip from it anyway. He 
closed one eye and tried to measure the amount remain¬ 
ing. The level seemed the same as before. He took another 
short swallow and squinted at the level of liquor in the 
bottle. Still no apparent change. 
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“Magic bottle," he said aloud and gingerly placed it 
on the table again. 

He closed his eyes. Small green, red and yellow spots 
seemed to swim slowly in the blackness. He squeezed his 
eyes shut tighter, and the little spots began, to dance 
furiously. 

There was a pounding noise in his head now, and he 
opened his eyes. The pounding continued. Suddenly he 
realized the noise came from a knocking at the studio 
door. 

He got unsteadily to his feet and went to the door. A 
figure stood silhouetted against the frosted glass. 

“Go away,” he said to the figure. 

“Mike?" came a mufiSed voice from outside the door. 

He closed one eye and looked at the door. 

“Mike?” the voice came again, “It’s Alice." 

“Alice,” he said thickly. “Alice.” 

He reached for the latch and opened the door. Alice 
came in and shut the door behind her. 

“Welcome,” he said, trying to bow low but only suc¬ 
ceeding in nodding his head slightly. 

“Are you all right, Mike?” 

“Of course I am. I’m just fine.” 

“I tried to call you, but there was no answer,” 

Mike clapped a band to his mouth. “1 told you to go 
to hell," he said in a horrified voice. 

“What?” 

“I mean I ttfid the phone that," be said. “I didn’t know 
it was you calling.” 

“I got worried when you didn’t answer. That’s why I 
came down.” 

“Nothing at all to worry about,” Mike said. ‘Tm per¬ 
fectly all right.” 

She looked at him closely. “Are you drunk, Mike?” 

“Not yet—^but it won’t he long now.” 

“How long have you been drinking?" 
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“Forever,” he said grandly. 

“Since last night, Mike?” 

“I belted a few l^t night,” be admitted. 

“About last night> Mike—” 

He looked down at the floor, ‘Tm sorry about that,” 
he said. “I’m real sorry for what happened.” 

“Can we sit down and talk about it?” 

He motioned to another chair at the table and they 
sat down. He looked at the bottle on the table. 

“Mind if I keep drinking?” 

“No,” she said, “not as long as you stay sober enough 
so we can talk.” 

“All right Want to join me?” 

“Yes,” she said, “I’ll drink with you." 

He looked about him. “Can’t have you drinking out 
the bottle,” he said. “Wait a minute.” 

He got up from the table, found two glasses, washed 
them, then sat down at die table again. He poured some 
liquor into both glasses. Alice took her glass and both of 
them drank. 

They were sitting side by side, close together at the 
table, and Alice leaned toward him a little and said, “Did 
you arrange for Judy to have the room next to yours.” 

“No,” he said firmly. “She did that herself.” 

“I want the truth, Mike. Please, let’s both be truthful 
now.” 

“It’s the truth,” he said. “She arranged for the room 
herself.” 

“Why?” 

“So she could be near me.” 

“What for?” 

“So I could be there to help her when she needed me.” 

“Help her with what, Mike?” 

“To keep from drinking.” 

Alice’s eyes widened a little. “I thought she’d stopped 
drinking.” 
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“She has, but the temptation gets too strong at nl^t 
when she’s alone.” 

“And you help her resist the temptation?" 

“Yes.” 

“How?” 

“Just by being there to talk to her.” 

Alice took a quick swallow of her drink. “It’s been 
more than just talk, hasn’t it, Mike?” 

“Yes,” he said thickly. “Ihere’s been more.” 

Alice sighed. “Do you love her, Mike?” 

Mike raised his glass and finished his drink, then poured 
himself another. 

“Answer me, Mike,” Alice said. “Please tell me.” 

“I don’t know,” Mike said. 

“You don’t know?” 

He shook his head. “No. I don’t” 

“You mean you’re not sure?” 

“I’m not sure,” he said. “I’m not sure of anything any 
more.” 

“And what about me, Mike?” 

“Huh?” 

“What about me? How do you feel about me?” 

He looked at her and she raised her glass to her lips 
and finished her drink. She leaned over and touched his 
hand. 

“Mike—” 

“Yes?” 

“I love you, Mike.” 

Mike was silent and Alice reached over and touched 
him on the cheek. “Poor Mike. You’re all mixed up now, 
aren’t you?” 

“I want to drink,” he said. “All I want to do now is 
drink.” 

“Will that help, Miker 

“Yes,” he said. “It’U help now.” 

“And what about later on?” 
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“I want to drink now,” he repeated stubbornly. “To 
hell with later on.” 

“All right, Mike,** she said. 

He filled both glasses. “Let’s both drink,” be said. 

She took her glass and looked at it and said, “All right 
We’ll both drink.” 

“Let’s drown our sorrows,” be said and took a big 
swallow from the glass. 

“What are your sorrows, Mike?” 

“I got a million of ’em,” he said. 

“Well, let's start at the begiiming.” 

“My sorrows have no beginning,” be said, taking an¬ 
other drink. “They just go round and round.” 

Alice finished her drink. “Well, just pick out any old 
sorrow and start mth that one.” 

“Okay,” he said, filling their glasses, “I’ll do that” 

“I’m waiting,” she said, sipping at her glass. 

He told her all about Charlie saying his work was slip¬ 
ping, about Judy’s magazine offer, about the whole mis¬ 
erable mess. He told her everything except what had 
happened with Ellen and the deal that feU though. 

When he finished, he looked down and saw that his 
glass was empty, and so was hers. He filled them both 
again. The bottle was now only a quarter fuD. 

“Well,” Alice said, lifting her ^ss and taking a tenta¬ 
tive sip, “it doesn’t look too good, does it, Mike?” 

“You’re damn well right it doesn’t look good,” he 
said savagely. 

“But there’s nothing you can do about it,” she reminded 
him. “So why not just take it and grin and keep on trying.” 

“Thanks for nothing.” 

Alice raised one eyebrow, 

Mike swallowed some more of his drink. “I could do 
something about this mess,” he said finaUy. 

“How?" 

“If I were all set up in my own business.” 
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“Yon have your own business.” 

“I mean on a full-time basis.” 

“That would be nice,” Alice admitted. 

“It’d be more than nice,” he told her. “It’d be the an¬ 
swer to everything.” 

“It would?” 

“Sure," he said, leaning towards her in his eagerness 
to explain, “Look at it this way. My work for the Chroni¬ 
cle is slipping, and I’m not doing so hot with the studio 
on the side. Do you know why?” 

“Why?” 

“Because Tm trying to divide my time between two 
demanding jobs, and that means I can’t do my best on 
either one of them. I’ve got to be free to concentrate com¬ 
pletely on one job.” 

“And that’s the studio?” 

“Right,” he said. “Absolutely right. If Fm not on the 
Chronicle any more, then I’m no longer teamed up with 
Judy and nobody has to feel sorry for me because she’s 
getting the breaks and I’m not.” 

“That’s true,” Alice said. 

“And, if I’m working full time at the studio,” Mike 
went on, “I can devote all my energies to it Once I do 
that I know I can make a go of it. I can do it real fast 
too.” 

Alice sipped at her drink and looked at him. “Is it so 
important to get to the top quickly, Mike?” 

“Yes. Now it is.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I don’t want to wait I want to get there fast.” 

“Isn’t that the attitude Judy used to have?” 

“Maybe it is. So what?” 

“It started her drinking,” Alice reminded him. 

“I can handle my liquor,” he said. “Judy couldn’t. 
That’s the difference.” He took another swallow of his 
drink. 
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“You think her attitude about success may have been 
right then?” Alice asked. 

Mike thought for a moment. “Maybe,” he said. “Maybe 
she was right after aU. What’s the value of success if it 
doesn’t come early?” 

“To success,” Alice said, raising her glass. 

*To quick success,” Mike added, raising his glass and 
clinking it against hers. They both drank and Alice gig¬ 
gled. 

“What’s so funny?” Mike asked. 

“You’ve been telling me all your troubles and I haven’t 
even had a chance to tell you about mine.” 

Mike’s face fell. “That’s right,” he said. “You’re ab¬ 
solutely right. I’ve been selfish.” He patted her hand and 
hiccuped. “You go right ahead. You tell me your trou¬ 
bles now.” 

“Say ‘excuse me’," Alice said. 

“For what?” 

“You burped.” 

“I didn’t burp. I hiccuped.” 

“Say it anyhow.” 

“Excuse me.” 

“That’s better." She leaned back in her chair and said. 
“Now I’ll tell you my troubles,” 

“Please do,” Mike said. 

“I want to be a top model.” 

“Right,” Mike said loudly. 

“But I’m not one yet.” 

“That’s true,” Mike said, shaking his head sadly. 

“My sister is, though.” 

“Good old Martha,” Mike said. 

“Martha is a real success,” Alice said. 

“Good old Martha,” Mike repeated. “A successful 
model and married to good old rich old Joe to boot.” 

“What about good old Alice?” 

“Huh?” 
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“What about me, Mike? When does good old Alice 
get to be a famous model?” 

“Soon.” 

“How soon?” 

“You gotta be patient,” be said. 

“Why?” 

“Because. That’s why. Just because.” 

“Are you being patient, Mike?” 

“Whaddya mean?” 

“You don’t want to wait to make the grade. You want 
to get to the top with your studio real fast, don’t you?” 

He looked up, startled. “You’re ri^t,” he said. 

“So why can’t I be impatient,-too. Why ^ould I wait?” 

“You shouldn’t,” he said, bis face solemn. 

“Ha! Changed yom tune, haven’t you?” 

“What tune?” 

“The song you’ve giving me all along—don’t rush 
things, work bard, don’t make nude pictures, get only 
good publicity. I Imow the whole bit by heart now.” 

Mike stood up quickly, knocking 1^ chair over. He 
thumped his fist on the table. “You’re right! Dammit, 
you’re right! I’ve been wrong all along.” 

“Bulfyl” Alice said and raised her glass. 

Mike looked down at his own glass. It was empty. He 
grabbed the bottle. It was almost empty. He poured the 
remaining liquor in their glasses, closing one eye so he 
could measure the level in each glass exactly and give both 
of them an equal amount. 

“Drink up,” he said. “We’re going to do somethmg 
about your troubles right now.” 

They both downed their drinks. “You’ve got a plan, 
Mike?” Judy asked, getting slowly to her feet. 

“Yep. I got a teal dandy plan.” 

“What is it?" 

“Start taking off yonr clothes,” Mike smd. 

“That’s not a very original idea,” Alice said, pouting. 
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“Don’t be sOly,” he said. ‘Tm gonna take pictuies of 
you.” 

“Nudies?” Alice asked, her eyes lighting up. 

“You bet. You’ve always wanted me to do that. You 
said it’ll help you get to the top faster. Well, you’re gonna 
be on your way now.” 

Alice clapped her hands and laughed delightedly while 
Mike searched around until he found the camera be had 
used to take pictures of Ellen the night before. He loaded 
it, his fingers moving clumsily. 

He turned to Alice. “Okay, start stripping.” 

Alice struck a pose and lifted her skirt 

“No,” Mike said quickly. “None of that Just act 
natural. Just get undressed like you always do, only keep 
on your shoes, stockings, and garter belt” 

Alice said, “That’U be real sexy.” 

“You bet it will.” Mike raised the camera and looked 
at her through the viewfinder. “Let's go.” 

Alice started removing her clothes, Mike snapped the 
shutter. He worked fast, taking pictures as each garment 
was removed and dropped to the floor. When she was 
down to the essentials he said. “Hold it” 

She stopped and stood swaying slightly while he walked 
slowly around her, looking her up and down carefully. 

“Like the view, Mike?” she asked. 

“Sex-ece,” he said. 

Alice giggled. 

“Okay,” Mike said, his inspection completed. “Now 
for some good poses.” 

He posed Alice all over the studio and in every posi¬ 
tion both of them could think of. He used aU the props 
he had and snapped pictures her from above wbfle he 
stood on a ladder and she reclined on the floor below him, 
from below while he lay flat on his back on the floor and 
she stood over him, from the front, from each side, and 
from the rear. Most of them were medium shots, but he 
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made sure to get in plenty of close-ups, tight shots of her 
breasts, thighs, buttocks, and belly, 

“All ri^t, now let's get some nudes. Take oS the 
stockings and gaiter belt, but leave your shoes on.” 

Alice did as he told her and he went to work with his 
camera again, snapping one suggestive picture after an¬ 
other, telling her how to place her le^, arms, and hips 
to get the best effect each time. 

Finally Nfike put the camera down on the table next 
to the empty bottle. 

“That does it,” he said. 

“Aren’t you going to develop thmn?” Alice asked. 

‘Tomorrow,” he said. “The ni^t’s still young.” 

“It sure is,” Alice came to him, put her arms around 
his neck and pressed her hips to his. 

He said, “I suggest we adjourn this little meeting to 
my room.” 

“That’s a good suggestion,” she said, still pressing her* 
self against him. “Put that in the form of a motion.” 

“I move we adjourn the meeting,” he said solemnly. 

“I second the motion,” she said, and she wiggled her 
hips against him. 

“That’s a real good motion,” he said, 

“I thought you’d like it.” 

“All meetings should be adjourned that way.” 

“In-dubi-tably—” Alice struggled with the word. 

He laughed and slapped her gently on the rear. “Let's 
go.” 

He led the way to the door, stopped with his hand on 
the light switch. “Silly you,” he said. 

“Why?” 

“You haven’t got any clothes on.” 

“So what?” 

*Tfou wanna walk tbiough the lobby like that?” 

She looked down at herself and giggled. “Silly me,” 
she agreed. 
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She dressed quickly while he watched her. 

“This is a bit foolish,” she said. 

“Why?” 

“m only have to take my clothes off again upstairs.” 

“I’U help you,” he said. 

“I’d like that,” she said. 

“Me too,” he said. “Ready?” 

“Ready, willing, and able,” she said. 

He laughed, switched out the Ugbts and opened the 
door, carefully locked it behind them when they were out¬ 
side. They rode up in the elevator looking at each other 
and stifling laughter. He unlocked the door of his room, 
bowed low as she entered, went in hims elf and slammed 
the door resoundingly. 

He put on the lights and said in a loud voice, “Welcome 
to my humble hcmie.” 

“I’ve been here before,” she reminded him. 

“So you have. So you have.” 

“I like your home,” she said. ‘Tve always liked it” 

“Thank you,” he said. “But I’ve made some changes.” 

“You have?” she said, looking around her. 

“I’ve just converted it into a nudist colony,” he said. 

“Why, that’s wonderful, Mike.” 

“We’ve got new rules here, too,” he said. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. Nudists must go around nude.” 

“Well," she said, “let's not break any rules." 

She moved close to him and reached for his tie. They 
stood facing each other, laughing loudly as they helped 
each other undress. When they were fiiushed, Mike picked 
up all their clothes in a big btmdle and dropped them in 
the comer. 

Mike looked at the bed, then went over to it and strip¬ 
ped off the covers and the pillows and threw them on top 
of the clothes in the comer. 

“Nudists don’t need any coverings at all,” he said. 
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“Right,” Alice said. 

Mike motioned to the bed with only the bottMn ^eet 
on it “We’ll sleep out in the open tonigjit, my dear." 

“I’m for that” Alice said, laughing. 

Mite walked over to her, then bent down and put one 
arm behind her knees and lifted her up in his arms. 

“Wheeee,” Alice squealed as Mike carried her over to 
the bed and dumped her on it “My cave man.” 

Mike thumped his chest with his fists and let out a 
Taizan yell, then jumped into the bed next to her. 

They clasped each other, giggling and squirming around 
until their bodies were locked together. He kissed her, and 
she moved her body against his, teasingly, insinuatingly. 

He was drunk and knew it, but not drunk enough to 
keep lum from enjoying himself—j«st enou^ to make 
everything take on a happy glow. 

“I’m happy,” he whispered in her ear. 

“I love you,” she whispered back. 

He kissed her again, pressing his hand agmnst the small 
of her back. She moaned softly. 

With the covers stripped from the bed, it suddenly 
seemed much larger, more roomy. 

They made use of every bit of the space. 


Fourteen 

THE knocking on the door woke him up. He stirred 
restlessly, sat up. The sudden tight pain in his head made 
him screw his eyes shut, but the pain did not go away. 
The knocking came again. 

He looked around him. He was alone, alone on the 
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big, roomy bed with no covers and no pillows. He glanced 
at the comer. The pile of clothing there seemed to be all 
his. 

Then he remembered. He remembered waking tip with 
Alice next to him and remembered her awakening also, 
both of them heavy-headed and bleary-eyed. They had 
talked, but he could not remeniber what they had said. 
At the end Alice had smiled and kissed him, gotten 
dressed and left. He must have fallen asleep again. 

The knocking came again, followed this time by a 
voice calling his name. 

He swung his legs over the side of the bed and got 
slowly to his feet. He held on to his head untH the spin¬ 
ning sensation eased up, then he staggered to the door 
and opened it There was no one out in the haU. 

He closed the door and the knocking sounded again. 

He walked over to the connecting door and turned the 
knob. The door was locked. 

He staggered back to the pile of clothes in the comer, 
dug through the pockets of his pants until he found his 
keys, then went back to the connecting door and unlocked 
it and opened it. 

Judy stepped into his room. 

‘‘Oh, it’s you,” he said. 

*^Yes, it’s me,” she said, looking him up and down as 
he stood there naked in front of her. “Who else would be 
in the room next to yours.” 

He shrugged. “I’ll be all right in a minute,” he said 
weakly. 

“You certainly made a lot of noise in here last nig^t, 
Mike,” she said. “I could hear everything.” 

He glared at her as the memory of the night came 
flooding back to him. 

“Go complain to the management if you don’t like 
noise,” he said. 
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“What are you trying to do, Mike? What are you doing 
to me—and to Aiice?” 

He grabbed her by the shoulders and whirled her 
around. “Get out of here!’’ he yelled. He shoved her to¬ 
ward the connecting door. 

“Mike—” 

“Go on, get out!” he shouted. “Go back to your own 
room and gloat over your success. Just leave me alone.” 

He gave her a final shove and she stumbled into her 
room. He slammed the door on her just as she got to her 
feet. He locked the door, ignoring her pounding and 
railin g to him ou the Other Side. Finally she stopped. 

He went into the bathroom and stepped into the 
shower. He turned it on cold, full force, opening his mouth 
and letting the water gush in. The needle spray stung his 
body with an icy fury. 

He turned oS the shower and dried himself briskly. 

There was a heavy feeling in his stomach, but the pain 
in his head had lessened a little. He walked back into his 
room, lus legs unsteady, and rummaged around until he 
found the bottle of rye he always kept in his room. It was 
on the shelf in the closet. 

“Hair of the dog,” he muttered to himself and un¬ 
capped the bottle. He took a short swallow. He coughed 
and choked as the liquor went down. Then a relieving 
warmth spread through him. 

He capped the bottle and set it down on the dresser. 

He looked about him and shook his bead slowly. He 
had to get out. He dressed quickly and left. As he passed 
Judy’s door on his way to the elevator, he heaM her 
latch click and knew she was opening her door. He did 
not turn around, and she did not call out to him. 

He went into his studio. The piace smelled of whisky. 
He opened a window to let some air in, picked up the 
empty bottle from the table, and dropped it into a waste 
basket 
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His cameia was still where he bad left it. He picked 
it up and remembered how he had used it last ni^t. 

He pursed his lips, took the camera with him into the 
darkroom. He worked slowly, his head aching, and it took 
him longer than usual to process the film and finally 
make the prints. When he had finished and all the prints 
were dry, he spread them out in front of him on the 
table and studied them carefully. 

It was evident that be had been drunk when be took 
the pictures. Ihey looked amateurish. The lighting was 
bad, the camera work was poor, but every picture, every 
sin^e exposure, was clear enou|^ to leave no doubt as to 
its subject matter. 

He looked at the pictures of Alice for a long while, 
then shuffled them all together into one neat pile and 
stared at it 

He picked up several of the pictures, held them up 
in front of him with both hands, then slowly started to 
twist his bands. A tiny rip appeared at the top of the 
first picture. 

Suddenly he stopped. 

Far back in his mind, something began to stir. He 
dropped the still untom pictures back on the table, sat 
down and stared thoughtfully up at the ceiling. 

The vague stirring in his mind took definite form and 
be shut his eyes so his thoughts would be clearer. He 
stayed that way for a long moment, his head tilted back, 
bis eyes shut, carefully examining the ideas that paraded 
slowly through his mind. 

Finally be let his head drop forward and opened his 
eyes. His decision had been made. 

He picked up the pictures and went through them 
carefully, separating them into two piles. When he was 
through, most of the pictures were in one big stack. Next 
to it were just five pictures. 

He put the five pictures into a small envelope. He 
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found a larger envelope, placed the remaining pictures 
and all the negatives into it and sealed it. 

He put the large envelope into his safe next to the 
envelope containing the picture and negative of the shot 
he’d taVen of Judy in the cocktail loxmge. 

He closed and locked the safe, then picked up the 
small envelope with the five pictures in it and slipped it 
into his inside pocket. 

He left the studio, locking the door behind him. 


Fifteen 

AS the cab turned into the sweeping driveway, Mike 
patted his pocket. The envelope was still there. 

“Wait here,” he told the driver as he got out “I won’t 
be too long.” 

He mounted the steps and rang the bell. Joe Spears 
opened the door. 

His face took on a surprised look when he saw Mike. 

“Hello, Joe,” Mike said. 

“Hello.” Joe recovered his poise. “Alice didn’t teD us 
you were coming out today.” 

“Alice doesn’t know I'm here. Can I come in?” 

“Of course,” Joe said and stepped aside. 

Inside, Mike followed Joe into the living room. Martha 
was sitting on a couch reading the Sunday papers. She 
got to her feet 

“Hello, Martha,” Mike said. 

“Mike,” she said warmly, walking to him and reaching 
for his hand. “What brings you out here today?” She 
looked past him . “Where’s Alice?” 
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“In the dty,” Mflce 8ai± “I came out alone ” 

“WeD, sit down.” Martha motioned to a chair. “Can I 
get you something?” 

“No, thanks,” Mike said, seating himself in the chair. 

Martha and Joe sat on the couch facina him and 
looked at him. 

“I’m quitting the newspaper,” Mike said. 

“Quitting?” Martha said. 

“That’s right,” Mike said. 

“Is anything wrong?” Joe asked. 

“No,” Mike said. “I’m quitting so I can work full time 
at my studio.’^ 

They were silent for a moment, then Martha said, 
“You’ve given this a lot of thought, Mike?" 

“I have,” he said. 

“You must have some good reasons for fnVtn g the 
plunge now,” Joe said. 

I do, Mike told him. “Some excellent reasons.” 

“You want to talk about them?” Joe asked. 

Sure. Mike told them about Judy’s magazine offer, 
ateut Charlie’s warning that his work on the paper was 
slipping, about his great need to work full time so he 
could get to the top fast 

“Well, you’ve been pretty frank about your reasons.” 
Joe said. 

^ “I meant to be,” Mike said. “I wanted you to know 
just why this step is so important to me.” 

“Isn’t this the easy way out Mike?” Martha asked 

“Easy?” 

_ “Yes. You’re doing this just to keep from feeling 
infenor to Judy. You’re not willing to stick it out on the 
paper and make the best of things the way they are.” 

“I’ve made up my mind,” Mike said firmly. “Don’t give 
me any lectures.” 

Well,” Joe said, “if you’ve made up your 
that’s it. We wish you lots of luck.” 
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“in need mote than luck,” Mike said, “I’ll need 
money." 

“Yes, I guess you will,” Joe agreed, a slight edge to 
his voice. 

“I’ll need a loan,” Mike said 

“From me?" Joe asked 

Mike nodded 

Joe got up from the couch and walked back and forth 
while Mike waited. Finally, Joe stopped in front of him 
and shook his head. 

“Does that mean you won’t let me have it?” Mike 
asked. 

“I’m afraid so, Mike.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I don’t think it’s a good idea.” 

“My working on my own isn’t a good idea?” Mike 
asked. 

“Not at this time.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you’re not ready for it You want to quit 
the paper and go out on your own for the wrong reasons. 
Your reasons are emotional ones and not good solid busi¬ 
ness reasons. It wouldn’t be a sound loan.” 

“I think it would be.” 

Joe shook his head. “I’m sorry, Mike. I have to refuse. 
It wouldn’t be good for you—and it wouldn’t be good 
for Alice, either.” 

“It’ll be very good for Alice if you give me the loan,” 
Mike said deliberately. 

Joe looked at him with a puzded expression and Mike 
reached into his pocket, took out the envelope and 
handed it to Joe. Joe looked at Mike, then at Martha. 
Finally he opened the envelope. Martha got to her feet 
and looked over his shoulder. 

Joe drew out the pictures and Martha gasped, her 
eyes widening. 
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Joe looked at Mike, his face darkening. *^What does 
this mean, Mike?” he said, his voice hard. 

“It means I’d like you to reconsider your refusal to 
give me a loan.” Mike looked at him steadily. 

Joe put die pictures back into the envelope. Martha 
sank down on the couch, her bands clasping and un¬ 
clasping in her lap. 

“You have the negatives, I presume?” Joe said. 

Mike nodded. “And more pictures like these,” he said. 

Joe stared at him, then said, “Wait here,” and strode 
out of the room. 

Mike lit a cigarette and waited, not letting hims elf 
look at Martha on the couch. 

“Mike,” Martha said in a low voice, “how could you 
do this?” 

“I have to,” Mike said, still not looking at her. “I’ve 
got to be on my otra right now. I’ve got no choice.” 

Joe came back into the room with a sheaf of bills in 
his hand. He dropped them in Mike’s lap. “There’s a 
thousand dollars. It’s all I have in the house right now.” 

“I’ll need more than that,” Mike said, picking up the 
money and slipping it into his inside pocket “I’ll need 
fifteen thousand to get started.” 

“It’s Sunday,” Joe said. “The banks aren’t open.” 

“You’D get the rest tomorrow?” 

“I wfll,” Joe said. 

“No checks,” Mike told him. “Cash.” 

“AD right,” Joe said. “Ill send it to you.” 

Mike got to his feet 

“I won’t ask for more than fifteen grand,” he said. 
“You don’t have to worry." 

Martha and Joe looked at him vnthout saying anything. 

“I consider this a loan,” Mike said. “I’D pay it back 
to you when I get on my feet. I’D send you regular pay¬ 
ments, and I’D even give you regular bank interest.” 

They were stiD sDent 
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“I’ll send you all the pictures and negatives when I 
make the last payment,” h^e said. 

There was no answer. 

Mike licked his lips. ‘Tm sorry,” he said. “I didn’t 
wan’t to do this.” 

Joe looked at him, and bis Up curled. “Blackmailers 
don’t have to explain or apologize,” he said. “Just get 
out of here. Get out right now.” 

Mike turned and walked out 


Sixteen 

MIKE sat in bis room and stared at the biUs in bis 
hand. A thousand doUars. A full thousand dollars. 

He tried to think only of the money and what it would 
mean to him. Fifteen thousand was aU he had asked for 
and it was aU he would need. Fifteen measly thousand. 
A drop in the bucket for someone like Joe. 

He clenched his fist around the money. 

There was a knock on the hall door. He got to his feet 
slowly, the money still in his band, went to the door and 
opened it. 

Alice stood outside, her face pale. 

He stepped aside, and she walked in, leaving the door 
open. He turned to face her. She looked at the money 
in his hand. 

“Then it’s true,” she said, 

Mike said nothing. 

“Martha came all the way into the city to tell me,” 
Alice said, her voice low. “I wouldn’t believe her. 1 just 
couldn’t believe something like that.” 
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Mike put the money in his pocket. 

Alice’s eyes were stricken. “Why, Mike?” 

Anger exploded in him. “Why?” he shouted, his voice 
rising uncontrollably. “Why did I do it? Why did I force 
Joe to lend me the money? m tell you why. 1 had to do 
h. I have to get out now. I’m being pressed in. I’m being 
trapped. I have to get out." His voice grew hoarse. 

Alice’s face grew paler. Her lips trembled. Suddenly 
she whirled and ran out, slamming the door behind her. 

Mike went back to bis chair and stared at the closed 
door, not really seeing anything. He sat quietly, not mov¬ 
ing at all, his mind numb. 

“Mike,” a voice suddenly called, and there was a 
frantic pounding on Judy’s door. “Let me in Mike.” 

He got to his feet, walked to the door and opened it 
Judy rushed into the room, her eyes wide and frightened. 

“I heard you yelling in here," she said. 

Mike looked down at the floor. 

“I heard Alice run out too,” Judy said, trying to 
catch her breath. “1 found her by the elevator. She told 
me everything.” 

“So now you know,” Mike said. 

“It’s not true,” Judy said fiercely. “It’s not true.” 

“It’s true,” Mike said. 

“You're not a blackmailer, Mike. You could never do 
a thing like that.” 

“I’ve done it” Mike said. 

“Mike—" she began. 

“Shut up.” 

“But Mike—" 

His hand lashed out swiftly, catching her squarely on 
the side of the face. She stumbled backward and fell to 
the floor. 

“I told you to shut up. I told you before to leave me 
alone. You should never have come back.” 

Judy gazed up at hint her hand going to the angry 
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red mark oa her face where he bad slapped her. Suddenly 
her face crumpled and she started to cry, great heaving 
sobs coming from her throat. 

Mike looked down at her. She made no efioit to get 
up, just lay there sobbing at bis feet. 

"It’s no use,” she whispered suddenly. "Nothing’s any 
use any more.” 

Mike turned, strode to the hall door and went out 

He could still hear Judy sobbing as he waited for the 
elevator. 

He walked for hours. He had no idea of where he 
had been or whether he had been walking fast or slowly. 
He knew only that be finaUy seemed to snap out of his 
daze, and when he looked up, he was only a block from 
the hotel 

He went into the building and took the elevator to his 
floor. He opened his door and walked in. The lights were 
still on but the room was empty. 

The connecting door to Judy’s room was still open. 
She was not in her room. 

He returned to his room and sank into his chair. Dully, 
he looked around. There was something not quite right 
about what he saw—^something was missing. Suddenly he 
sat upright in the chair. 

The bottle on his dresser was gone. 


Seventeen 

IT was the same story wherever he went At each one 
of Judy’s old hangouts, the bartender nodded solemnly 
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when Mike asked if Judy had been there. At one place 
the bartender said half in awe, “She was drinking doubles. 
One right after the other. Slugging them down like an 
old pro.” 

At each place when Mike asked where she had gone 
from there the answer was the same: “Who knows? 
Another bar probably.” 

He got the same story, day and night, for two whole 
days. 

And as he left each bar, the realization knifed deeper 
and deeper into Mike that the search for Judy was re^y 
a search for himself. Judy was back to drin^g but she 
was not to blame. She might order the drink, lift it to 
her lips, swallow it but the acdon was mere reflex on 
her part. 

It's not like her, Mike told himself. Ifs not like /udy at 
all,., not the kind of drinking she used to do. It’s me. 
Just as surely as if I forced her mouth open and poured 
the liquor down ... 

The search for him self would not be ended, he realized, 
until he found Judy. 

At the end of the second day he was bone weary. Ex> 
haustion dragged at every muscle in his body. He walked 
in rain, light, steady rain that fell gently and made the 
pavements gleam wetly in the reflections from the street 
lights. 

He stopped on a comer, lit a cigarette and stretched 
wearily. Two days, he thought. Two days of searchmg, of 
talking to no one but bartenders. Two days and he 
seemed no closer to finding Judy than he had been at 
the start. 

He bad to talk to someone else, someone who could 
give him better answers than a bartender could. He 
glanced at his watch. It was almost midnight. Only night 
people would be out—cops, cab drivers, newspaper men. 

Newspaper men. 
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Mike suddenly realized that be had not reported to the 
Chronicle for two days—^he had not even picked op a 
phone to let Charlie Barrett know where he was. Charlie 
would have to be told about Judy, 

He searched the street quickly. Tbs yellow roof light 
of a taxi was coming down the street He bailed it 

At Charlie’s apartment, he leaned on the bell, ringing 
it several dmes before he heard the sound of movement 
inside. Then there was the sound of the latch being 
turned. The door opened a bit and Charlie peered out 
His eyebrows shot up when he saw Mike, 

“Hello, Charlie,” Mike said tiredly. He pushed against 
the door and walked in. 

Charlie shut the door and Mike turned to face him. 
Charlie was wearing an old bathrobe, his bald bead stick¬ 
ing out at one end, his hairy legs at the other. 

“You been looking for me, Charlie?” he asked. 

Charlie nodded slowly. 

“Well, I’ve been looking, too,” Mike said. “I’ve been 
looking aU over town for Judy," 

“You’ve found her,” a voice said and Mike whirled 
around. 

Judy stood in the door of the bedroom, a drink in her 
hand and not a stitch of clothing on her. 

Mike’s mouth sagged. He looked from Judy to Charlie, 
then back at Judy again. 

She waved the glass in her hand and said, “Watch him, 
Charlie. He might have a camera with him. He’s a real 
specialist with that little old camera of his. He takes 
pictures of ^Is—pictures of girls mth a glass, pictures 
of girls without any clothes on.” She giggled. “Fve got a 
glass, and I’ve got no clothes on.” 

Mike clamped his mouth shut and turned to Charlie. 
Charlie stared down at the floor. 

Judy giggled again. “Hey, boy photographer,” she 
called. 
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Mike looked at her. 

She waved the glass at him. “You can go now, Michael, 
my I boy,” she said. “Can’t you see you’re interrupting 
Bbmethiqg. Go peddle your dirty pictures somewhere 
else.”^yc" 

She turned and went back into the bedroom, closing 
'the door behind her. 

Mike turned back to Charlie. 

Charlie looked at him and said, “Pm human, too, 
Mike.” 

“How long has she been here?” Mike asked, fighting 
to keep his voice under control. 

“Just a few hours,” Charlie said. He licked his lips 
and added, “I told you once I liked her. I always have.” 

“So you take advantage of her when she’s drunk,” 
Mike said, biting out the words. 

Charlie shook his bead. “No. That was her Idea. She 
came here and started to cry on my shoulder. She told 
me everything. I tried to comfort her, but all she wanted 
to do was to cry and to drink some more.” 

“And you gave her whisky?” Mike said. 

“She begged me for a drink,” Charlie said slowly. 
“I didn’t have the heart to refuse her after what she had 
told me.” He took a deep breath, then said, “I told you 
I brought her back to the Chronicle to help her and to 
help straighten you out, Mike. Well, I guess I wanted her 
back myself. Maybe deep down I was hoping you two 
would find that the old feelings were gone now—and that 
would leave Judy in the clear for me. It was a foolish 
hope.” 

Mike stared at him. 

Charlie sighed. “AU the while she was taking her 
clothes ofi, she was crying over you, Mike. She took her 
clothes oS and told me all she wanted now was to be 
with a man who wouldn’t hurt her, but all she could do 
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was cry over you and what you had done. The gjrl loves 
you, h^e. There’s no cure for that.” 

“Charlie—” Mike said and stopped, groping for words. 

“I’m sorry, Mike,” Charlie said “I act^ like a fooL” 

Mike swallowed hard. 

“Take her home, Mike,” Charlie said “And try to 
understand.” 

Mike nodded. He went to the bedroom door and 
opened it. Judy was sitting on the edge of the bed, hold¬ 
ing the glass in both her hands. 

Mike took the glass from her. She offered no resistance. 
“Come on, Judy,” be said and took her by the arm. 

She got up from the bed slowly, her face expression¬ 
less. He helped her to dress, then took her to toe door. 
She walked with him, her eyes staring straight ahead, 
letting him lead her and support her as she walked. 

As they walked out of the aparUnent Mike looked back. 
Charlie was standing in the center of the room, his head 
down, not looking at them. Mike led Judy out into the 
hall and gently closed toe door behind them. 


Eighteen 

JUDY snapped out of it when they got to her room. 

She looked around her, realized where she was and 
lurched away from Mike. She flung herself face down on 
her bed. Her body began to jerk convulsively. 

Mike touched her and said, “Judy,” but her sobs only 
grew louder. 

Mike strode to the phone and called toe desk. It was 
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too late for room service, but the clerk on duty knew 
Mike and promised to send a bellhop out for the carton 
of black coffee Mike wanted. 

Mike sat and waited for the coffee to come. Judy was 
still sobbing. When the discreet knock sounded at I^e’s 
door, he answered h. The bellhop was there with the 
coffee. Mike tipped him, brought the coffee back into 
Judy’s room. 

Mike turned Judy over, sat her up and put the steam* 
ing liquid to her lips and forced her to swallow. He kept 
on forcing her to drink until Judy suddenly sprang up 
from the iKd, her face turning pale. 

“I’m going to be sick,” she whispered. 

Mike helped her to the bathroom and, when she had 
finished, she sagged against him weakly. He took her 
back to her bed and left her there while he went back 
to the bathroom. 

In her medicine chest, he found the bottle of sleeping 
pills she had once mentioned. He read the instructions 
on the label, opened the bottle, and shoc^ out two pills 
into his palm. He filled a glass with water and went back 
to Judy . 

He set the gjass of water on the table by the bed, put 
the pills next to it, then reached for her with both hands 
and helped her to a sitting position. 

She looked up at him, her eyes red and puffed, a trace 
(rf tears still in them. 

“Here,” he said, handing her the pills and the ^ass of 
water. “Take these, Judy. They’ll help you. Please take 
them.” 

Her breasts moved rapidly up and down as she tried 
to catch her breath. She held out her hand, and be put 
the pills in it. She swallowed them, then took the glass 
of water from him. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Now sleep.” 
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She lay back and looked up at him. 

He pulled up a chair to the side of the bed and sat 
down. She kept on looking at him, then her eyes started 
slowly to close. 

He waited. 

When her breathing was deep and even, he got up from 
the chair, took ofi her shoes, and covered her with the 
bedspread. 

He went back to his room, let hinMclf fall into the 
chair. He wanted to sleep more than anything else right 
now, but his eyes refused to close. His body was ex¬ 
hausted, drained of strength, but his mind refused to let 
him rest 

He sat sprawled in the chsur, his hands hanging down, 
his mind forcing the memories to the front. He thought 
of the first time he had met Judy—after that he seemed 
to be watching a slow review of all that had happened 
einfi- that time. This was no quick reminiscing in short, 
sharp flashes of memory. It was a painful and very d^b- 
erate remembering of every little detail, sparing nothing. 

It was turning light outside when he finally roused 
hStnoAif, shook his head vigorously, and got up from the 
chair. 

He looked in on Judy. She was still asleep. He went 
into her bathroom and took the bottle of sleeping pills 
and slipped it into his pocket. Then he took a piece of 
paper and a pen from the little desk in the comer of the 
room and wrote: 

“Wait for me. Ill be back soon. Please don't do 
anything until 1 g&t back*” 

He signed his name and propped the paper against the 
lam p on the night table beside the bed. 

He went back into his own room, leaving the mner 
door open. He splashed some water on his face, rinsed 
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out his mouth, then rubbed his face briskly with a towel. 
He went out, locked the hall door behind him. In the 
hall, he tried Judy’s door. It was also locked. He walked 
down the ball to t^ elevator. 

In his studio he went directly to the safe, opened it, 
and took out the two envelopes on the shelf. He left the 
studio, went over to the desk and asked for his mail 
There was a bulky registered letter from Joe Spears. 
He put the letter in his pocket without opening it 

He went out to the street and hailed the first cab that 
came along. 


Joe opened the door for him, then started to close it in 
his face. 

“Wait” Mike said. 

Joe said, “You ought to know you’re not welcome 
here.” 

Mike dug one hand into his pants pocket and pulled 
out the thousand dollars. He reached into his msiA» 
pocket and took out the registered envelope. He thrust 
the bills and the envelope at Joe. Joe took tham and 
stared at Mike. 

“Let me come in,” Mike said. “Only for a moment.” 

Joe opened the door and stepped aside. Mike walked 
in and Joe followed him. 

Martha and Alice were sitting at the table in the Hinifig 
room, the breakfast dishes still not cleared away. Both 
of them looked at him, then looked away. 

Joe stepped between Mike and the two women. “All 
right, Mike,” he said harshly, “Make it fast.” 

Mike took the larger of the two envelopes from his 
pocket and handed it to Joe. “That's the rest of the pic¬ 
tures and all the negatives,” he said. “Bum them.” 

They all looked at the envelope. 
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“What made you change your mind?” Joe aslced finally, 

Mike shrugged. “Let’s say I realized what I’d become,” 
he said. He looked at all of them. “I hope you’ll try to 
understand.” 

They were silent 

“I’m sorry, Alice,” Mike said. “Fm very sorry.” 

Alice did not look at him. 

Martha stood up. “Please don’t ask for understanding 
right now, Mike. Maybe later—but right now—” 

Mike nodded. 

“I know Alice was in love with you,” Martha said. 
“That’s over with now. Thin g s can never be the same for 
either one of you again.” 

Mike looked at Alice. This time rfie looked back at 
him . He knew Martha was right 

He turned and walked out 


Nineteen 

JUDY was still asleep. Mike took the note from the night 
table, crumpled it up and put it in his pocket He sat 
down in the chair by the bed and waited. 

It was almost noon before Judy finally stirred and 
opened her eyes. 

“Mike?” she said sleepily. 

“I’m right here,” he said. 

She reached out her hand and he took it 
“I gave back the pictures and the money.” 

“Oh, Mike—” 

“I was a blackmailer,” he said. “I was a blackmafler 
even before I got the money.” 
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"No, not really,” she said in a weak voice. 

“I blackmailed you with that picture I took in die 
lounge,” he said. “I was doing the same thing with the 
pictures of Alice.” 

"It’s all over now,” she said. 

“No, it isn’t,” he said. He took the other envelop from 
his pocket and opened it and showed her the picture of 
her drinking in the lounge. “I’ve still got to destroy this.” 
he said. 

“There’s no need to.” 

“Judy—” 

"Yes, Mike?” 

“I need your help, Judy, Do you understand? I need 
you to help me." 

“I will,” she said. “We’D help each other." 

She smDed at him at him and her fingers ti^tened on 
his hand. 

“I love you, Mike,” she said. 

He took a deep breath. “I guess Fve always loved 
you, too, Judy," he said, finaUy putting it into words. “I 
just let my bitterness and misery keep me from you.” 

“That’s all over with now,” she said. 

“Yes,” he said. “It’s aD over.” 

“Keep the picture, Mike,” she said. 

“Keep it?” 

“Yes. We’D need it” 

“What for?” 

“It wiD be a reminder,” she said, 

“I don’t want to remember it, Judy," be said. “I want 
to try and forget it.” 

“It wiU be a reminder for both of us,” she said. “When 
tbinp get rough, the picture wiU remind us that things 
could always be wone.” 

“AD right,” he said. “We’D keep it” He leaned forward 
and kissed her on the Ups. 

She smiled and closed her eyes. 
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“Go back to sleep,” he told her. “We can talk more 
later.” 

She nodded, her eyes still closed, the smile not leaving 
her face. 

He sat by the bed, holding her hand, watching her 
while she slept. 


THE END 


\ 
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take-off 



Mike Andrews wanted to take off from 
the Chronicle and set up his own studio 


... like the one he was borrowing nights 


to photograph beautiful models. But 
his ambitions were nothing compared 
with flame-haired Alice Martin's, who 
would take off anything to get what she 
wanted ... 


exposed 


Judy Gran t exposed herself, too. *. when 
she hit the bottle instead of batting it ' 
out on a Chronicle typewriter. She saw 
a chance to even the score with the dis- ’ 
solute Mike by taking on another man 
—which only made it easier for Alice 
and Mike to do more dark-room work, I 
for fun ,,, 


nude-frame 


So Mike did not have Judy, but he did ^ 
have those naked-lens pictures of Alice 
... the kind a man can turn into a sweet- ' 
touch profit — if somebody has the 
money to pay for the negatives. Not 
that he needed the pictures really . . . \ 

for he had the model in the flesh — or 
did he? 



LITHO D IN CANADA 


LUSH MODELS OUT TO MAKE THE GRADE NO MATTER j I 
WHAT THE COST! ‘ 


B4S9F 


NAKED LENS She posed for those pictures you hear obout. 














